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	1. Chapter 1

_From Dark to Light_

Darkness.

Nothing.

Death.

Silence.

Emptyness.

Anakin Skywalker felt all of these things. His conscience was trapped in the netherworld of the Force, and fading slowly away. Within an hour, he would be completely gone.

His mind wandered back to his last minutes alive, as his son had dragged him through the exploding Death Star, after Anakin had sacrificed himself to save him from the Emperor. A small smile crept across his face, despite the fact that he had no face that he could tell, and was glad that after all he had done to the galaxy, he had been able to end the nightmare in the end.

He sighed, growing tired of the void he was in. There was nothing, and he waited for his thoughts and feelings to fade, and for him to pass out of exsistance.

But then, a glimmer of light. A glimmer of hope. He stared in awe and silence as the white light grew and grew, changing shape into the form of a woman. She had long white hair, that seemed to flow into eternity. Her eyes were orbs of bright white light, and her skin was a glowing pale white. She had no clothes, but Anakin wasn't focused on that.

"Who are you?" he asked, almost feeling his eyes burning from the intense light. But then again, he had no eyes, at least, not anymore.

The woman smiled slightly. "I have been with you most of your life, you have depended on me more times than you can remember, and yet you don't know who I am?" Her voice was angelic, sounding like a heavenly chorus in the middle of this nothingness.

Anakin thought for a minute. "I've never seen you before," he replied trying to think back the best he could with his mind slipping away into oblivion.

"Anakin Skywalker," she said, closing her eyes. "I am the Force. I had chosen this method of communication to offer you a second chance. After you fulfilled the prophecy of the Chosen One, it seem to me to be a waste to let you fade off into non-exsistance."

Dumbfounded, Anakin tried to piece together what she had just said. "Your giving me a second chance? After all I did?"

"When people die, they come here, and I judge them for what they have done in their lives, and then decide what to do with them," the Force said, calmly floating in the darkness. "I have deemed you worthy of another life."

Anakin's mind, what was left of it, was racing, thinking about all that he could do with a new life. He could be with Luke and Leia, attempt to atone for his sins by helping rebuild the Republic, to reestablish the Jedi Order, to-

"However, there will be a slight catch."

Releasing a deep breath, Anakin groaned. "Of course there would be."

"You won't be taken back to the world that you came from," the Force told him. "You will be put into another world, as a test to make sure that I have made the right decision. Once you either pass or fail, then I'll decide whether or not to return you to your world." She paused, letting that sink in. "Do you accept?"

"I accept," he replied instantly. "But before I go, what happened to Padme? Where did she go?"

The Force smiled, raising her hands as white light surrounded them. "That is for me to know, and me only."

Then...

Whiteness.

_**Yeah, short chapter, I know. Upcoming chapters will be longer, garanteed. My other story, The Journey Ahead, wasn't doing as good as I had hoped, so I'm going to work on this, along with Hearts of Darkness. TJA will still be updated when I can.**_

_**So, next chapter: Anakin wakes on the UNSC Infinity, we meet some new characters, and the main villian.**_


	2. Chapter 2

_In the Jungle_

PFC Jared Richards leaned back against a tree, breathing deeply. He checked his BR85, seeing that he only had one full clip left, which wouldn't be enough to take on more than a few Covenant infantry.

He was enlisted aboard the UNSC Infinity, and now was stuck on this Forerunner shield world. Captain Del Rio had flown into the metal planet after receiving a distress beacon from a UNSC frigate, and had gotten the entire ship crashed landed.

Sharp burst of Sangheili chatter snapped him out of his thoughts, and he was off running again, trying to escape the grasps of the small group of elites hunting him down after they had massacred his squad. Somethings hadn't changed after the war ended; elites could still put up quite a fight against human squads.

"Almost there," he muttered, glancing up at the large ship in front of him. The Infinity was only roughly three hundred meters more, so close and yet so far. Jared fumbled for his canteen, bringing it up to his trembling lips. This was his first combat mission, and getting killed by elites wasn't how he wanted his career to start.

Jared's helmet radio had be shot, fortunately, he wasn't wearing the headgear at the time. But he couldn't get word out that he needed help. Screwing the lid back on the canteen, he took off again, grunting as he felt the burning in his legs.

Then he saw the marine several yards in front of him, walking toward the Infinity with his rifle in one hand. "Hey!" Jared called out. "They're after me! You need to help me!"

The man turned, slightly confused look on his face. "Who's after you?" As Jared ran up, he saw the man's long brown hair, brown eyes, and the scar that went over his eye.

"The Covenant," he answered, panting. "Who else?" As if to puncuate his sentence, a particle beam flew by his head, missing by several inches, and burning a hole in a nearby tree. "You have to help me!"

The man looked down at his rifle, and shrugged. "Do you want me to talk to them and see if I can't sort this whole thing out?"

"What? Now's not the time to joke," Jared exclaimed. "Now's the time to run!" The elites had come into view in the not-so-far distance, raising their weapons. "Run!" He took off running, leaving the man behind him. Shooting a glance back he saw that the man hesistated, and the came running up next to him, effortlessly matching his pace.

"We make it back to the ship, we're safe," Jared said, stating the obvious. "We can get some needed rest." Just as he said that, he tripped over a root jutting out of the ground. Jared rolled several feet before coming to a stop, wincing and holding his ankle. "Shit, please, don't let them kill me," he pleaded, "please don't let me die."

Anakin looked down at the man, watching as he writhed in pain. He honestly didn't have much of an idea of what was going on around here, since he was new to this whole world, so he calmly nodded. "I'll do what I can."

The wounded marine looked up at him, eyes widening as he saw the elites coming up on them. There were three of them, two minors and a major. Anakin took a deep breath, and turned to face them.

The red-clad major barked something to the other two, and they chuckled, lowering their weapons. Reaching down to his hip, the major produced a dumbell shaped object, and flicked his wrist, activating twin plasma blades. He took a step torward Anakin, daring him to try something.

Anakin waved his hand. "You're tired."

The major stopped, and blinked a few times. "I am tired," he said aloud in broken English.

"You want to go back to where you came from, and take a nice, long nap."

"I will go back to camp and rest." At this the two minors yapped in Sangheili, questioning their leader.

"You and your thugs will forget that you ever saw us."

The major yawned and deactivated his energy sword. "We never saw two humans..." his voice trailed off, and he turned back to the minors, issuing the order to return to camp.

While they were arguing, Anakin help the wounded man stand up, and threw the marine's arm over his shoulder. "Let's get that rest, shall we?" Jared stared at him in complete shock, his mind trying to wrap around what happened.

They had only gone a few yards when gunfire erupted nearby, and three armored beings ran out of cover, guns blazing. Anakin had his own rifle in his free hand, somewhat certain that he knew how to use it, after all, it wasn't that much different from a blaster.

The armored humans wore heavy steel armor, covering up most of their bodies with the gray metal. Their helmets had blue visors, and they each seemed to be of some sort of command, ordering the other non-armored humans around them.

One looked over and saw them, and pointed, shouting something to another. She nodded, and ran over, putting her rifle on her back. Up close, she seemed a lot taller than most of the women of the human species that Anakin had met. "We have a warthog almost ready to head back to the ship with wounded," she explained, picking up Jared and putting him over her shoulder. "You two can be the last ones on if you hurry."

Anakin nodded, noting that the wounded marine still hadn't said anything, compleletly in shock. "I can stay here if you want me to. I'm not injured." The soldiers in the background shouted, pointing at the sky. Purple aircraft flew over head, raining blue bolts of white hot plasma down on them.

"Banshees!" someone shouted, diving under a fallen tree for cover. The armored human holding the wounded marine shook her head. "No, we have this place under control," she tilted her head to a drab green four-wheeled vehicle nearby. "They're almost ready to leave."

She sprinted over, placing Jared in the back the warthog, where a few other wounded people, with bandages tightly wrapped around various parts of their bodies, pulled him in, and situated him so he could have some space.

Anakin sprinted over, noting that the passenger seat was open. He climbed in, and the driver started the engine. Anakin almost laughed as he thought of how primitve this vehicle was. He was expecting repulsorlifts or something other than wheels. The Warthog lurched forward, and they were off.

_**Okay, a somewhat longer chapter, not as long as I would've hoped. If Anakin seems out of character, keep in mind this is the first time I've tried something like this. So if I mess up on something, I'm only human.*cough-wort-cough***_

_**And I know what I said last chapter, with Anakin waking up on the Infinity and meeting the main villian, and that didn't happen. I tossed the design for the old chapter and made this new one so I could give Anakin a little bit of action.**_

_**Don't forget to leave a review, commenting, critizising, or something like that. **_


	3. Chapter 3

_First Deployment_

**UNSC Cairo Station in orbit above Earth**

**October 22, 2557**

"So, Admiral Hood," the man said, folding his arms behind his back. "Have you thought about what I said?" The man was dressed in a white navy uniform, with several medals and other awards on it. He was old, with white hair and an equally white beard.

"Admiral, we couldn't take a risk like that," another officer protested. "We need the Infinity to pull that off."

The first man waved his hand. "Nonsense. I can take care of it without that ship." He held up three fingers. "All I need are three warships. No more."

An officer scoffed. "You can't be serious. It would take at least a hundred ships to do it." He stood up from his chair at the press conference table, and glared at the first man, who somehow managed to keep his cool. "You don't even know that the Covenant are trying to regroup around the brutes. That's just a hunch."

Admiral Hood calmly watched as the conversation grew more intense.

"I know far more than you do," the first man said, turning his head to Hood. "And I believe that I can easily replace our Terrance Hood, who has yet to prove himself of any worth to me."

Hood stood up. "It doesn't matter what you think. The Infinity dropped out of contact, and you want to attack a growing Covenant fleet that might not even exsist." He pushed a button on the table, and three ODST's opened the door, DMRs in hand. "Please escort him out of here," Hood ordered, pointing at the man.

"I am afraid that's out of the question now," the man said, rasing his hands toward the ODSTs, fingers arched downward. Bolts of blue lightning shot out of his fingertips, striking the lead ODST.

He screamed out in pain as he withered to the ground, body smoking. His helmet systems had been fried, along with all the other eletronic equipment on him. The ODST stopped scream, and stopped moving, remaining on the ground, dead.

"What in the hell?" One of the other two ODSTs shouted, as the two of them raised their rifles, and opened fire. None of the shots even seemed to hit the man, as he unleashed yet another wave of lightning, which split into separate arches, hitting both of them at the same time.

They both fell, following the same fate that their comerade had suffered. Smiling, the man turned to the frightened officers, and Admiral Hood, who didn't appear even the slightest bit amused.

"I believe that I will be put in charge of the UNSC now," the man said. "Unless there is someone who is against me." No one dared to say even a single word.

"What the hell are you?" the same officer from last time asked.

Chuckling, the man turned toward the window that over looked Earth. "You may call me Darth Tyrannus, your master and ruler. Your new Emperor."

* * *

><p><strong>UNSC Infinity, crashed landed on Requiem<strong>

**October 22, 2557**

Anakin's mouth hung open in awe as he stared around the interior of the Infinity. He had been on several cruiser, both Republic and Separtisist in his lifetime, but nothing as amazing as this.

The vehicle bay itself was neary twice as large as any Imperial Star Destroyer's hanger was, expect for the Executor. People were everywhere, some moving their friends to the medics, some sitting on crates, causually smoking. Others were working on vehicles that appeared to be damaged.

There was one vehicle in particular that caught Anakin's attention. It was a tan color, matching every other in there. There was a pilot seat in the front, and a copilot behind that. Two large winges on each side, with thrusters on them, and two thrusters in the back. Guessing by the troop hatch in the back, Anakin figured that it was a troop transport vehicle.

He walked over, inspecting every angle of it, seeing how it worked. "Need help?" he asked the engineer working on the side of the ship.

"Maybe," he replied. "Covvies hit this Pelican pretty hard. You know anything about machines?"

"Some," Anakin answered, crouching down to look at the part of the ship that had been hit. Cords and wires jutted from a melted hole just below the pilot's seat. It looked like a giant bowl of spaghetti in there. "What's wrong with it?"

The engineer raised the brim of his oil coated hat with his wrench. "Those wires are what connect the gun to the controls in here," he explained, stepping up on a footstep and leaning into the pilot seat. He squeezed the trigger on the joystick controls. "See nothing. And before you ask, it's unloaded, I'm trying to get the barrel to spin around."

"Hm..." Anakin stared at the wires, willing for something to come his mind. It had to be more complicated than crossing some wires, right? But still, Anakin reached into the sea of wires, randomly selecting a red and another red cable. He tied the copper ends together. "Try that."

Pulling the trigger again, the engineer heard a whirring sound, and looked down to see the barrel of the machine gun spinning under the pilot's seat. "Hey, you're not that bad kid," he said, slapping Anakin on the back. "How'd you do it?"

"I simply reconnected two wires."

The engineer stared at him. "Do you know that if you grabbed the wrong ones, you could've accidently made me fire off a missle? Or activate the Pelican's self-destruct?"

"These things self-destruct?" A new voice said, walking over. It was another marine, and she was decked out in her field gear. Behind her were seven more marines, each carrying the maximum amout of equipment they could. Their backs were loaded with weapons, and a few of them looked like they were about to fall down.

Sighing, the engineer threw up his arms. "Okay, so they don't blow themselves up," he admitted. "I was just trying to teach this youngster to be careful. But I still fixed your bird."

"Perfect timing, Dominic," the marine replied. "We've just been assigned to an op." She turned to Anakin. "You the pilot?"

"I've flown a quite a bit. I think I can handle it," he said, glacing up at the pilot seat. "Looks easy."

"Eh, good enough for me," the marine said. "All right, git on board, wait for the green light from Captain Del Rio. We're going into the jungle on a search-and-rescue op," she told her team. "It seems the famous Mason Winder was escorting Commander Lasky, aided by Palmer and some of her Spartans," she said the word with disgust, "and got themselves lost. We're going in to find them."

The other marines quietly walked into the wide open back hatch of the Pelican, and situated themselves, setting some of their heavy gear down.

The leader looked back at Anakin. "I'm Sergeant Samantha Bailey by the way. You gotta spare clip?" She asked, tapping the black rifle in her hand.

Anakin shrugged. "I don't know." He began looking over his armor, searching for something that looked like it went with that gun. He opened a pouch on his thigh, and nearly did a double take.

A silver, cylinder-like object was resting in there all alone. His lightsaber. The same one that he had last seen on Bespin when he chopped off Luke's hand. He tried to get some Imperial search teams to find it, but they couldn't locate the weapon.

After snapping back to reality, he shook his head. "Sorry."

"Forget it," Samantha said. "I can get on out of Goliath. Get this thing ready for lift off, and I'll let you know when we're ready for take off." She ran around to the back, and climbed in.

Anakin released a deep breath. He knew he had gotten himself in farther than he had hoped. All he wanted was a time to rest and collect his thoughts. Something inside of him returned. A feeling he hadn't felt in a while. The feeling of excitement, one that he usually got before some giant Clone Wars escapade with Obi-Wan.

He removed the helmet on his head as he climbed into the pilot seat, prefering to rely on himself and the Force rather than other devices. As he glanced around the controls, he noticed that there really wasn't much difference from the ships he'd flown. Most of the buttons were in the same place, and some even looked identical.

"All right, let's get this show on the road," Samantha ordered over her comms, which came through on the dashboard radio. Anakin punched a button, and the engines roared to life. Pressing another button, he closed the canopy over his head, and it sealed with an airtight hiss.

A blue diamond appeared on a screen to the left. "This was their last known location. Chances are they split up or got separated," Samantha explained. "All I know is that there are Covies down there, and I've heard some rumored reports of something else."

There was some laughter. "Hey, don't get all supersitionous with us, sarge," someone said. "There ain't no ghosts down there." There was some more laughter.

"I never said ghosts, dumbass," Samantha snapped. "Hey pilot! Let's go, we're burning daylight!"

Groaning, Anakin pressed down on the throttle, and the Pelican lurched forward, scaping against the floor and leaving a trail of sparks as it flew out of the starship. Major cursing came over the radio.

"Real smooth," Samantha remarked. "I might be regretting this."

"Trust me, I know what I'm doing," Anakin replied, manuvering the Pelican towards the waypoint. "I've flown quite a few ships in my time."

"Sure, whatever," Samantha said. She continued to address her team. "This is the last transmisson that came from Winders."

Anakin could hear the recording in the pilot seat, since everything that was said in the troop hatch could be heard over the radio.

_This is Mason Winders, we're pinned down just out side of a Forerunner complex. Seems to be some sort of AI troops that are native to the planet, and don't really take intruders nicely, although they seem to be assisting the Covenant._

Anakin couldn't help but notice that the voice seemed calm, and actaully familiar.

_Requesting assistance, please respond, over._

That's where it ended. Skywalker's mind was racing, trying to remember where he's heard that voice. It sounded like...oh God. It couldn't be. But it was.

**Next time, on From Dark to Light****; **

**We find out who the mystery person is, and yet another familiar face comes into play.**

**Chapter recap****;**

**Count Dooku is back, and is working on taking complete control of the UNSC to take on a fleet of Covenant. Anakin is taking sides with the UNSC, which really was expected.**

**Answering Reviews****:**

_Shadowntr: _**I'm afraid that Padme isn't Halsey. But still, interesting idea. I'm gonna think on that...**

_Last Ride Of The Valkyries: _**I know. I just like for the number of thousands of words to exceed the number of chapters.**

_Guest:_ **I wish I had thought of that sooner. Anakin as an Elite would be awesome. I'm gonna try that sometime soon.**

_Nytherinz:_ **Naturally, Anakin will meet Chief, although I'm not sure whether they'll have much interaction over the course of the story or not.**

**All right, don't forget to leave a review. And, if I'm doing something wrong and you want to point it out, please do it nicely. I don't like it when people are rude. That's all folks. **


	4. Chapter 4

Awkwardness

**Requiem Jungles**

**October 22, 2557**

The Pelican tore through the air, reaching its top speed. Anakin was pushing the buttons that he didn't recognize, trying to figure out all the bird could do. He managed, being the great pilot that he was, but it was still somewhat new to him.

"How far are we from the drop zone?" Samantha asked over the comms. "We getting a little anxious back here."

"About a minute out," Anakin replied, checking the computers in front of him.

"Allright, check you jetpacks," Samantha ordered her troops. "Get the hatch open, pilot."

Anakin reached for the red button to the left of the joystick controls. The hatch slowly lowered, and the marines began looking over the jetpacks strapped to each other's back, making sure that their friends wouldn't go plummenting to their deaths.

Samantha jogged over to the very edge of the hatch, somehow managing to stay on at the high speed of the Pelican. "On my mark." The rest of the marines gathered around, preparing to jump.

"Three."

"Two."

"One."

"Mark!" They jumped. "We're away, pilot. Stay in the air and keep an eye out for Covies," Samantha ordered. "You're the heavy weapons here."

Anakin shrugged, figuring that he had nothing better to do. "Fine. Outta curiousity, what'd you guys do to tick this Covenant off?"

There was a dead silence. "They started this whole war, pilot. I'm sure that you know that they've been glassing our planets for decades, right?" Samantha asked, voice filled with confusion.

"Oh, yeah," Anakin said, awkwardly. "I knew that."

"Sure." There was a thud over the comms. "We're down on the ground, beginning our search operation."

Anakin nodded, despite the fact that no one could see him. "I'll keep you covered from the air." He quickly cut the comms before Samantha couldn't bring up the whole thing about what he had said about the Covenant.

He flew in silence, calmly manuvering the ship around in the air, keeping track of the marines from their small green diamonds on the computer's screen, which showed the view from the cockpit.

A purple aircraft rose from the jungle canopy, firing red and purple plasma bolts at the Pelican.

"Great," Anakin muttered, bringing the chaingun online. There was an option for autotargeting, but Anakin ignored it, instead reaching out with the Force to guide his aim. He squeezed the trigger, unleashing a hail of bullets onto the Covenant Phantom.

Ninety percent of the bullets hit the front, punching holes into the area where the driver sat. The Phantom began to waver, smoke billowing from the holes. Another round of gunfire made the cockpit explode, and the Phantom spun in as hit fell to the ground, purple and blue fire erupting and catching the nearby trees on fire.

Anakin released a tense breath, even though he had no doubt that he would've beaten the ship. He didn't get to relax for long, as Samantha overrode his comms. "Why the hell did you turn them off?" she practically screamed into his ear. "We need to communitcate! There's a Lich coming straight for you!"

"What's a-" He was cut off by the green plasma beam that impacted on the side of the ship, which caused further damage when the ammunitions storage exploded, completely shredding the troop hatch.

The warning lights and alarms were going haywire in the cockpit, and Anakin tried to keep control, but the Pelican was to damaged. The cockpit canopy was jammed, trapping Anakin inside of the burning dropship.

He fought the glass shield preventing his escape, trying to keep his focus. The controls had sparked and burst into flames, and it reminded him of his experience on Mustafar. He didn't really want a repeat.

Static bursts flooded the comms, which were amazingly still operation. Anakin could make out the words that were being said, and the more he fought, the more it seemed hopeless. Then the canopy shattered when the Pelican crashed into the ground, and he was able to crawl out.

Running from the flaming ship, he heard the alien speech of the Covenant, and took deep breaths, calming himself and allowing him to focus and reach out with the Force to locate the aliens.

Four were coming from the left, seven from the right, and ten straight in the middle. Anakin groaned, and began limping farther into the jungle, trying to out run the Covenant. His hand slowly reached into his pouch, and he drew out his lightsaber hilt. "Only for emergencies," he muttered, leaning against a tree to rest. His leg was bleeding quite a bit, probably far more than it should ever have been. He tried to keep quiet, but fell into a cough fit from smoke inhalation.

A sharp crack erupted, followed by a second, third and fourth. Anakin saw a marine running the distance, escaping the large scale forest fire that had ensued from the Pelican's crashing. The man was holding a long rifle with a scope, which Anakin could compare to the sniper rifles that clones and stormtroopers had used.

The marine was sprinting towards him, managing to avoid all the blue plasma that flew in his direction. Firing from the hip as he ran, the marine managed to make all four bullets hit their targets, which was nearly an impossiblity. The man reloaded with reflexes that were far to fast for any normal person.

"Move!" he ordered as he ran past Anakin, who was staring at him intently, before limping after him. The marine jumped over a fallen log, and fired four more times, taking out four more elites.

"Come on!" the marine shouted, glancing back at Anakin. Then he realized the condition that Anakin's left leg was in. "Shit," he cursed, running over and throwing Anakin's arm over his shoulder, and helping him get away from the flaming forest.

With his rifle supported in one hand, the marine guided Anakin through the forest, taking out a group of five grunts, managing to kill two with one shot. "There's a cave," the marine said, "we can take cover there until this fire dies down."

That confused Anakin, even though he was hacking up a lung, he still heard the sentence. "Isn't a cave the last place you want to be trapped in during a fire?" he asked, in between coughs.

"This is different," the marine replied. Anakin tried to see his face, but it the marine was wearing a full helmet with a tinted visor, blocking anyone from seeing in.

The marine dragged him into the cave, where there were piles of UNSC gear. He set Anakin down, using a backpack as a pillow, while he rummaged through the medical supplies bag. "This might hurt a little bit," he said, pulling out a spray-can of something.

Anakin wasn't expecting the stuff to hurt as badly as it did, and he cried out, squeezing his lightsaber hilt. The marine hadn't seen it yet, or so Anakin assumed. A few seconds later, he calmed down, and settled into a state of relaxation, using the Force to keep him calm.

"You're a mess," the marine pointed out, removing his helmet. Anakin froze when he saw the face. "You have soot all over your face." the marine handed him a canteen. "Wash up. You want to look good for the rescue deployment." He paused, catching Anakin's glare. "My God," Mace Windu muttered. "Skywalker."

**Next Time, on From Dark to Light;**

**We learn of a shocking revelation, and Anakin and Mace have to put up with each other on the way back to the Infinity.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Anakin gets shot down again, and meets Mace Windu, who has been serving in the UNSC Marines.**

**Responding to Reviews;**

_Guest: _**I might have been rather obvious about Mace Windu. Either that or you have ESP.**

_Guest2: _**There will be several characters from each in this. Who and when they appear is classified.**

Prototron MJ Tornada: **Well, Anakin's a great pilot and all, but would Noble Six able to fly a X-Wing perfectly if it's the first time he sat down behind the controls? I'm just trying to show that Anakin's adapting to the UNSC.**


	5. Chapter 5

_What you Will_

**UNSC Marathon-Class Crusier **_**Perpetual Darkness**_

**October 23, 2557**

Marines stood at attention in the hanger, none of them daring to move. Their sergeants were pacing back and forth, inspecting the troops. "Our new Fleet Admiral is coming on board for an offical inspection," the captain said, standing on top of a Scorpion Tank's tread. "I want everyone in top shape for Admiral Tyrannus."

"Sir yes sir!"

"Put your quarters in order, shine you boots, and clean you guns," he continued. "Then report here. Am I clear?"

"Sir yes sir!"

Before the captian could dismiss them, a Pelican flew through the shields. After turning in 360 degrees, it lowered to the ground, with the cockpit facing the way they had come in. The troop hatch lowered, and several Spartan IVs, clad in gray recruit armor accented with yellow stripes, exited and took up defensive positons around the Pelican.

Two more Spartans, each clad in white EVA armor stepped out, DMRs in hand. A third figure flanked them, hands clasped behind his back. The captain ran over, snapping into a salute as he reached Dooku.

"I had no idea you were coming so soon, sir," he apologized. "We aren't really prepared for an inspection yet."

"Are the weapon systems active and in full working order?" Dooku asked, his eyes darted over the marines in the hanger. His loyal troops, who would follow his order to the very end.

"Yes sir, but that's-"

"That's all I need to know," Dooku informed him. "Get your troops ready for an assault on a Covenant fleet. They apparently are building a super weapon somewhere near the remains of Alpha Halo."

The captain blinked. "A superweapon?" There was a murmur of confusing amongst the marines. "I assume we're going to take it out."

"No," Dooku replied, more hastily than he had wanted. "We're going to capture it, and use it as our own." He began walking forward, motioning for the captian to follow him. "What they are building is far more powerful than the entire Halo array. This weapon has the power to destroy entire planets."

The captian was struggling to understand it all. "The Covenant can't have that kind of technology, sir. Doing something like that is impossible."

Dooku chuckled. "You have much to learn." He paused, listening to the ringing silence in the hall around them. "Back to the matter at hand. The Covenant cannot finish the weapon, since they lack a vital piece of the weapon. A focusing crystal."

"You seem to know alot about their superweapon," the captain blurted out. "I'm guessing that you've been stepping up our intel agents since Hood retired?" He had made the mistake of speaking his thoughts, and tried to save himself. For some reason, everyone feared Admiral Tyrannus.

"I guess you could say something like that," Dooku said, even though he saw right through the lie. He knew that the captain was getting suspicious. He also knew that the captain knew that getting suspicious can get you killed. "Dismissed."

They both saluted, and the captain hurried off, heading for his quarters.

Dooku gazed out the window, and watched the other battleships as they made final preparations for the attack on the Covenant fleet. There was only one thing that they needed. The UNSC Infinity.

**Requiem's Jungles**

**October 23, 2557**

"I said that I was sorry, and that I have changed since then," Anakin called out as he followed Mace Windu into the thick woods. He was limping, supporting himself on a broken off tree limb, while Mace kept a decent pace ahead of him.

"It's hard to accept an apology from the person who killed you, for killing you," Mace called back. "I'm honestly resisting the urge to get revenge, Skywalker." His helmet was tucked under one arm, and his facial features exposed. He was older than when Anakin had gotten him killed, and there was white stubble across his chin.

"Jedi don't seek revenge," Anakin reminded him, wincing as he applied too much pressure on his wounded foot.

"The Jedi are dead," Mace reminded him. "But I get the feeling that you already know that." He stopped for a minute, and looked back at Anakin, who was still struggling to keep up. In the back ground, white smoke rose from the forest, where the fire had claimed many acres and lives. "But still, you're right. Although I still don't forgive you."

Anakin shook his head. "I didn't expect you to," he honestly said. "I should be forced to live with all that I have done."

Mace shrugged. "Yes, you should. Honestly, thought, I never thought that you'd be given a second chance, like me."

"Does this happen to everyone?" Anakin asked, as they resumed walking back to the crashed ship. "I mean, you're the only person that I've met in the same boat that I'm in."

"I don't know all the answers, Skywalker. But what I do know, is that we're the lucky ones. We still are the same species were when we were killed. Others that come here, I'm assuming that they can end up as anything. I once sensed a Force-sensitive cow."

Anakin sighed. "I probably killed that Jedi. What's a cow?"

"Forget it," Mace said. "How did you end up here?"

"I met the Force, and she said that she was giving me a second chance, that's pretty much it."

Mace nodded. "Same here. But what we met was most likely the light side. The dark side might even work the same for the Sith, giving them other lives. Maybe even for someone like Count Dooku, who was once a Jedi, perhaps both of his halves were given a new life each."

"What?"

"When a Jedi turns, their light side dies, and the dark side is born," Mace explained. "Perhaps the light side gave his good half a new life, and dark side did the same for the other half."

Anakin groaned and leaned against a tree trunk. "That's really what I needed to hear."

"I wouldn't stress over it, Skywalker," Mace said. "After all, it is just a theory. Mainly a collection of thoughts put together with the three other Jedi that I found. We're holed up on a planet that is reffered to as Earth. First chance we get, I'm taking you there."

"Even after what I've done to the Jedi? What if I'm the one that killed them?"

"They'll understand." Mace pointed at the Infinity, crashed down far in front of them. "Another half mile." They started walking again. "I'm not offering you this chance because I want to. Right now, we need all the former Jedi that we can get to figure a way back."

"Who are these Jedi?" Anakin asked.

"Master Luminara, who for some reason took up the form of a Kig-Yar, Ki-Adi-Mundi, who is an Elite, and Master Kenobi, perhaps the only one that will actually feel sympathy for you."

Anakin's attention was caught. "Obi-Wan? He's here too?"

Mace nodded. "I don't know how this whole new life thing works, so there could be many more Jedi than we know out there. We've begun several campaigns to find more, often posing as pyschics on internet videos, hoping that someone will recognize us, and contact us. Nothing so far."

"What about non-Jedis?"

"Skywalker, I know what you're hinting at, but I don't know. There's no way to tell is she's here." Mace sighed. "If you want my opinion, I'd doubt it, since the Force is what brought us here."

"Okay, then" Anakin said, changing the topic, hiding his feelings. "Then what about the Emperor? Could the dark side give him a new life?"

"I don't know, but I wouldn't doubt it. That crazy son of a bitch has ways of doing things most Jedi consider impossible."

"What could he possibly come back as, if he did get a new life?"

They reached a clearing that overlooked the Infinity. Mace Windu looked up at the strange metal ball that was scanning the ship, taking data and the like. "I don't know," he answered honestly. "Skywalker, I really would hate to think about that."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Next time on From Dark to Light;<strong>

**Anakin and Mace are deployed with Gypsey company to take out the gravity well, Obi-Wan and the others get a short scene, and a classifed ONI place comes into play.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Just a short chapter used to set up the next few chapters of the story, and to give Mace's thoughts on the whole new life ordeal.**

**Responding to Reviews;**

_gh0st3: _**I brought Mace back because who would dislike Anakin? After all, Anakin did kill Mace Windu.**

Guest: **I like your enthusiasm.**

_Trap3r: _**It was rather obivous, wasn't it? More on that in the upcoming chapters.**

_Ny'Kle: _**Personally, I haven't read too many Star Wars/Halo stories, so I'm not really familiar with what's being overused. But, if there's anything that you think would need to be changed, let me know.**

**I'm not sure how good this chapter is, but I do hope that you like it.**


	6. Chapter 6

_Gypsy Company_

**New York City, Earth**

**October 23rd, 2557, 9:12pm**

The door to the penthouse suite opened, and the hooded man walked in, carrying brown paper bags in each arm. "I'm back," he announced, setting the bags down on the counter in the kitchen.

The Sangheili and Kig-Yar in the room just looked up at him, and then back at the televison. They were sitting side by side on the sofa. "It's about time," the Sangheili muttered, resting his head on his hand. The Kig-Yar nodded, and sighed, leaning back on the couch.

The man pulled the hood off of his head, revealing his identity to be none other than Obi-Wan Kenobi. "I guess that means that we still haven't located any others?"

The Kig-Yar, Luminara, scoffed. "Worse. Look." She pointed a claw at the TV. "Apparently, Hood was replaced as Fleet Admiral."

On screen, there was a man in a white dress uniform, and he was going through the last of the induction ceremonies. Obi-Wan's eyes narrowed when he recognized the man. "How did Dooku become the new Admiral? He can start a whole new Empire if he wanted."

The Sangheili, Ki-Adi-Mundi, stood up and stretched. "As one of the main figures in the Human-Sangheili relations, I will protest this. However, I'm sure that he would know who I am, and will act upon it."

"Not if you were to openly protest at a public meeting. A televised one," Obi-Wan mused. "He wouldn't use his power right out in the public, since other people will begin to think he's not human, and want him out."

"But," Luminara argued, "his power's might intimidate the people into letting him stay in power."

She was right. Obi-Wan sighed and rubbed his chin. "Well, then it looks like if that were to happen, then someone would need to show the public that he isn't the only one with power, and that they can be used for good."

Mundi blinked. "So, you say that we should confront Dooku in public? Expose ourselves, and take him on?" He began pacing around the room. "It guess there's a slim chance that it might work. If it all goes wrong, then ONI will be all over us, taking us away to study us."

"That won't happen," Obi-Wan said. "We can over power them. I'm sure they have nothing to counter the Force," he reached into his hoodie pocket and withdrew a tubular object, "or lightsabers."

"There's going to be a press conference tomorrow," Luminara informed them, reading the text off of the TV. "The public is welcome so they can meet Fleet Admiral Tyrannus." She stood up, and retrieved her lightsaber off of the coffee table. "I guess we're going to be there?"

"Exactly." Obi-Wan returned his weapon to the pocket. "When do we need to leave?"

Luminara closed her eyes, and did some mental math. "We'd need to leave now if we want to get there in the middle of it."

"Then let's hit the road."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Requiem<strong>

**October 23rd, 2557, 5:43am**

There was a dead silence in the Pelican, with everyone looking at the green armored being standing in the middle of the troop bay. From what Anakin had gathered from other Marines, mostly Mace, this was the legendary Master Chief.

He had gone missing in 2553, and now, in 2557, he had been recovered. His drab green armor was covered in scratches and plasma burns, and there was a large gash on one side of his chest plate.

Anakin, who was going under the name Alan Kinsky Walker since Anakin Skywalker seemed like a too outlandish name, and Mace were assigned to Mammoth Company Gypsy after the returned to the Infinity.

Captain Del Rio appeared as a hologram in the middle of the hatch. "Gypsy Company, your task is to destory the AA guns in the area so the Infinity can get a clear shot at the gravity well, and we can all go home."

"What's recon's asessment of the terrain?" the Master Chief asked, shifting his assault rifle in his hands.

Del Rio looked over at him, annoyance obvious on his face. "I know you've been off the field for a while now, Master Chief, but this is a blow-through op. Running recon would just slow us down!" He turned back to the rest of the occupants of the Pelican. "You clear the skies, and Infinity will take out the gravity well. Good luck, Gypsy. Del Rio out."

"I don't know about you, but I like a little more intel with my intel," a female voice quipped. Anakin assumed that it was Cortana, Chief's legendary AI.

The back hatch opened with a loud groan, and everyone stood up and made their way to the exit. Anakin was one of the first out, and jumped, landing on the dusty ground. He grunted as he felt the pain shoot up his leg, but it wore off after a few seconds.

Mace soon joined him on the ground. "Have you ever see a Mammoth before?" he asked, pulling his helmet on as they started walking.

"No," Anakin answered. "I assume that they live up to their name?"

"Yeah." I honestly don't think that there's a larger ground vehicle around."

"Have you ever seen an Imperial AT-AT?" Anakin asked. "Those were really tall. Turns out giving them legs instead of repulsor lifts wasn't a good idea."

Mace shrugged. "I have no idea what you're talking about, but find time to tell me later."

Anakin smirked. "It's really not an interesting story. I was so close to catching Solo, it wasn't funny."

Once again Mace shrugged. "Once we're on our way home, fill me in on what the hell you're talking about."

Then, the Mammoth came into sight. Anakin let out a low whistle. "Damn, that's huge. You think they're comensating for something?"

Mace shook his head sadly. "We're moving out in two minutes, so get your ass onboard."

* * *

><p><strong>To Office of Naval Intelligence Director Pamela Amelai<strong>

**At ONI Research Base 51**

**Concerning Three Extraterristrial Captives**

**Dear Director,**

The aliens we have captured are not any of the known Covenant speices. Both speices are fully sentient, and perhaps even smarter than humans. The other captive, the human that used supernatural powers, he seems angered that we're keeping him here, and is constantly asking about someone name Juno. We will investigate this matter further when he will cooperate with us.

The first alien, the one that we believe to be the female of the species, based off of her similarity to female humans, is fully willing to cooperate. She somehow knows English, even though she calls is Basic, and seems to be caring toward others. This was shown when Greene broke his arm when he fell. She helped to set the bone, and even kept an eye on him for a few weeks afterward.

The last alien, who is male based off of the female reffering to him as such. We don't think that the two are part of the same species. He shows signs of great wisedom, and has offered advice to several agents, which really helped them with their problems. He too seems rather cooperative, and we think he's a pacifist, as he has choosen the peaceful way out of several situations.

The one thing that all three had in common, their weapons. Even the one we think is a pacifist carried one. They are swords with blades made out of laser beams. Such technology is not in use by the UNSC, and perhaps we could mimic this tech for use by ONI forces.

The supernatural powers of the beings is completely beyond our comprehension. They are able to move objects around with their minds, and have even been able to control several agents' minds with a simple flick of their hands. We have asked them to teach us the way to do this, but none ever responded to that.

This is some of the progress we've made since we sent the basic descriptions of them to you last week. We intend to work on their weapon tech, and will keep you posted.

**-ONI Agent T. White.**


	7. Chapter 7

_Prelude to A Battle of Mammoth Proportions_

**New York City, Earth**

**October 24, 2557**

"Now, as you all know," the announcer said, pacing back and forth across the wooden stage, "our dear Admiral Terrence Hood has stepped down as Fleet Admiral." There was a mixed response from the crowd, some cheering, while other showed signs of sadness.

"However," he went on, "We have a new leader. One that's focused on advancement of the human race. To allow humanity to be able to crush the Covenant, to allow us to be the supreme species, and to expand our empire to reaches far beyond what we once had!"

That through most of the crowd into a roar of cheering. There were a few amongst them who didn't understand why every speices just couldn't be friends. Of course, they kept this to themselves so the didn't get mauled by the crowd.

"Ladies and gentlemen," the annoucer stepped off to the side, "I am proud to introduce Fleet Master Tyrannus!"

Count Dooku walked on stage, flanked by four Spartan IVs. On top of the stage, a female Spartan II stood with an SRS in her hands. The crowd's cheering grew louder. He tapped the microphone on the stand, and hearing the slight feedback was satisfied that it worked.

"I'm glad to be here today," Dooku said, clasping his arms behind his back. The uproar died down as he spoke, people eager to listen to him. "Although I never expected to be this popular."

There was some slight laughter in the crowd, mainly coming from the drunks.

"I am honored to be in this position," he continued, "and I will do my best to lead the UNSC as well has Lord Hood has done in the past. Even though he defeated the Covenant, the Storm Covenant, the splinter faction of Loyalists, still remain a threat. Peace talks will be held, but if there can be no peace, then there will be another large scale war."

Most of the cheers died down, people reminded of the hell the saw during the first war. Some offical report claimed that, in 2525, the human population on Earth was reaching up to fifty billion, and in 2553, was down to two-hundred thousand. But, at the end of the war, tons of people celebrated, and tons of people got laid. That, along with the UNSC using DNA samples from dead soldiers to clone them, the population was recovering.

"However," Dooku went on, "if such a war were to arise, by that time, the UNSC will be ready. In a little less than five years, we managed to rebuilding most of Earth, along with some parts of other colonies."

The UNSC had managed to do this feat with the help of several eager civilians. Most of the cities had been rebuilt, and immigrants from other plants came to assist with the reconstruction of the home plant. Large parts of Africa were still glassed, which gave scientists some areas to work on methods to return glassed plains to their original state.

"Judging by what we accomplished in four years, in two years time, we should be able to resurrect the might UNSC fleet, with the legendary Infinity at the head of it," Dooku said. The crowd erupted again. When the died down a few seconds later, he continued, "Humanity will be the giants! The Covenant will fear us! We will be unstoppable!"

There was a thunderous applause. Hats thrown into the air, people sounding off their concealed firearms into the air, which made the security Spartans tense.

"This is how democracy dies," Obi-Wan muttered, watching the scene from the roof top of a nearby building. "With a thunderous applause."

Then, a wave of feeling hit him. He was sensing the dark side of the Force. "Do you feel that?" he asked Mundi and Luminara.

They both nodded. "It seems...familiar," Mundi noted. He had some hard time speaking with his mandibles, but after a year and a half, the others had adapted to it. Currently, he was curled into a small ball, trying to watch without being spotted. It was hard to be a Sangheili on a human planet.

Obi-Wan had recognized it instantly. He felt sick in the stomach, remembering the last time he had seen the Sith he sensed. "There's two Sith down there now," he told them. "This might be more challenging than we thought."

"Yes, however..." Mundi stood up to his full height. As he did, Obi-Wan felt it. Another Force-sensitive presense, this one tottering on the edge of dark and light, as if trying to decide where it's loyalites lay. Either way, it was incredibly strong.

Two triple burst from BR85s tore Obi-Wan from his focus. Two Spartan IVs had infiltrated their rooftop, with out being sensed by any of the Jedi. There was some dark presense surrouding their minds, blocking them from being sensed.

Obi-Wan realized this, but it was too late. Mundi and Luminara lay on the ground, blood pooling under their bodies from the perfect headshots.

"You murdered them!" Obi-Wan shouted, his mind unable to think anything else. "Do you know what you've just done?"

"Yes," one said as she walked over and grabbed him by the arm. The other did the same, and they proceeded to drag him down the stairs of the building and to the ground level. "We're apprehinding a traitor."

Obi-Wan didn't both with struggling. He sensed a twinge of darkness in them, along with the shadows that clogged their heads. They were slaves to the dark side.

_Everything will happen as I want it... _the Force told him, echoing in his mind. _But now you must face your hardest challenge. You must deal the killing blow this time, unlike you did the last time..._

He turned his face from the crowd as the Spartans dragged him through it, pushing civilians aside every few feet. There was murmuring, but Obi-Wan didn't hear most of it. He was too busy focusing on what he was about to face.

"Here, Lord Tyrannus," one Spartan said, tossing Obi-Wan at his feet. "We found him with an Elite and Jackal. They were planning to assassinate you."

Standing up, Obi-Wan nodded. "Well, that did cross my mind, Dooku."

"Kenobi," Dooku said, shaking his head sadly. "I would've expected more from you. Three Jedi overpowered by two Spartans? That's impressive."

Obi-Wan's mind racked for a witty retort, but he caught sight of the figure taking the stage. He was cloaked in a heavy black cloak, hiding his identity. But, Obi-Wan knew exactly who it was.

The crowded wasn't even responding anymore, their minds dumbed the dark side. They too, were the dark side's puppets. Somehow, either Dooku or the other Sith had gained much new powers.

Obi-Wan and the newcomer locked eyes. "It's been a while, Darth."

The man removed his hood, and revealed shoulder length brown hair, with yellow eyes, with scars on different locations on his face. His right arm was covered in a black glove, which hid the golden cybernetic arm underneath. "Indeed it has, Obi-Wan," Darth Vader replied.

**Next time, on From Dark To Light; **

**Anakin and Mace fight their way to the gravity well alongside Gypsy Company, and then head for home, while yet another familiar face comes to Obi-Wans aid.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Dooku has several people under his control, due to some mysterious power. Darth Vader has somehow returned, and has become Dooku's partner in crime.**

**Response to reviews;**

Guest (9/30): **I'm glad that you like it. **

_gh0st3: _**Yes, Dooku has his reasoning for the superweapon. You'll see.**

_crod42: _**That would be amusing, wouldn't it?**

_Trap3r: _**I think I made it obvious what he was reborn as. Then again, it is easy to miss.**

Guest (10/7): **Yep, he's on my top ten favorite actor list.**

_KasumiCain: _**Thanks for the reviews, and sit tight on that Yoda thing.**

Guest (10/13): **Perhaps, but you're wrong on one of them.**

_TheAnnoyingPOPTART: _**XDXDXDXDXDXDXDXD**

**Well, by my rough estimates, I think were almost 1/3 of the way done. I've already thought out a good ending. Trust me. I think ya'll will like it.**


	8. Chapter 8

_A Battle of Mammoth Proportions_

**To Office of Naval Intelligence Director Pamela Amelai**

**At ONI Research Base 51**

**Concerning Three Extraterristrial Captives**

**Dear Director,**

It seems as if one of our extraterrestriail guests has escaped from our research station, as hard as that is to admit. Several teams have been sent out to locate him, but nothing has been recovered so far.

We'll keep you updated.

**-ONI Agent T. White**

* * *

><p><strong>Requiem,<strong>

**October 24, 2557**

Anakin followed Mace into the vehicle bay of the Mammoth, where two Warthogs were latched to the roof, waiting to be operated. Several other Marines were casually chatting here and there, and the Master Chief calmly walked up the metal stairs to meet with Lasky.

The Mammoth had been waiting for several minutes for the start of the op, which never seemed to come. Marines were starting to complain, some even going as far as claiming that they were going to hijack the Mammoth and do it themselves. Sad thing was, they'd been waiting for only ten minutes.

"Get up to the top," Mace ordered Anakin, as the ex-Knight ran his fingers across the weapons in a crate, before selecting a BR85. "We're providing sniper cover."

As Anakin led the way, he glanced back at Mace. "Should I have brought this?" he asked, pointing to his lightsaber, which hung on his belt. "I might need it."

Mace rolled his eyes. "Whatever, just don't let some Marine get his hands on it. That won't go over well with command."

Anakin decided it was time to voice the one problem that had been bothering him. "Back when you said the light side gave us a new life, you also said that the dark side could give Sith a new life. What did you say about turned Jedi?"

"Well," Mace looked around as they reached the top platform of the Mammoth. No one was in hearing distance, so they were in the clear. "I once heard that when they turn, the light side of them dies, and that might mean that that part gets a new life, and when the dark side dies, they'd get a new life as well." He looked over at Anakin. "Why are you so pale?"

Three Pelicans flew ahead of them, trying to lock onto the first AA gun that prevent the Infinity from passing through the area. "Pelican 766, lose some altitude," Commander Palmer ordered. "Your inside the kill box."

"Hold on," the pilot said. "I've almost got target lock."

"Lose some altitude," Palmer ordered again.

"Almost there," the pilot muttered, just a little more..." The gun fired a giant orange laser, obliterating two Pelicans, while 766 spun in and hit the ground not far away. The last words of the pilot reminded Anakin of the Rebel pilot that he heard on the Death Star after the engineers hacked the comms.

"Why are you so pale? Something wrong?" Mace asked again, as the commotion died down. Lasky said that they had to recover the targer designator to take out the gun.

Anakin shook his head. "It's nothing." He shouldered his rifle, and the Mammoth began to move. The Master Chief ran past them, and grabbed a jet pack from a rack. Anakin could feel the Spartan's emotions, and felt a mix of fear, hope, confidence, hopelessness, excitement, and pain.

"Your emotions are askew," Anakin told the Spartan, walking over to him. Mace stood his distance, watching the encounter. "Your thoughts must be hell."

"They are," Chief replied, walking past him again. The Spartan had apparently decided to end the conversation.

Anakin closed his eyes, and focused. "You feel pain. You're afraid of losing someone..." Chief looked back at him, trying to figure out what was going on. "Someone you love..." The Spartan's fist tightened on his Assault Rifle. "...your AI is corrupt, and you want to get back to Earth to fix her," Anakin said, opening his eyes.

"How'd you know?" Chief asked plainly, somehow playing off the fact that this random Marine had just practically read his thoughts.

"Your own feelings betrayed you," he asnwered simply. "A very wise person once said that you must learn to let go. You'll have to let her go when the time comes."

Chief shook his head. "I don't know how you know what you know, but you need to know that I'm not letting her go that easily."

"You'll have to," Anakin said. "Without doing so, you can never be free."

The Spartan remained unmoving, staring down at Anakin. "I can save her," he said. "I _will _save her. Whatever the cost."

"I once had the same attitude," Anakin admitted. "All I wanted to do was protect her from death, and I let myself get led to the wrong side." He sighed. "I was the cause of her death. Chief, take my words into consideration. You must learn to let go."

Chief didn't respond, instead turning and walking away.

"You'll have to learn to let go," Anakin said. "Attachment leads to jealousy. Jealousy leads to hate. Hate leads to the dark side." He surprised himself with that. Not only did he remember what Yoda had said to him years earlier, he mentioned the dark side to someone non-Jedi. They must've thought he was crazy.

"It's my duty to protect her," Chief said, not looking back. "I'm not going to let her go. Not yet."

"Then you'll never be truely free," Anakin muttered, as the Spartan walked away. He shifted his rifle in his hands, and went back to Mace.

Mace was loading new rounds into a clip, with his weapon propped up against the wall next to him. "Skywalker, what you told him was true. Spoken like a true Jedi."

Anakin gave a slight smile, and leaned against the wall alongside Mace. "Thanks."

Releasing a heavy sigh, Mace picked up his weapon. "But, the Jedi are dead. Non-exsistant in this world. We're freaks of nature to them, no better than the Spartans. Maybe you need to let go of the Jedi way. Just become human."

Blinking, Anakin looked over at him. "Why? I've spent so long being a Sith, it's nice to be back to normal"

Mace chuckled. "You call this normal? Getting stuck in some strange new life? Forced to adapt to ways that are completely alien to you?"

"Okay, never mind."

"Like I said, the Jedi are dead. Any others that came through like us most likely were killed in the war, or are captives of ONI because of their powers," Mace explained. "The Jedi's days are up."

"Is that what you did?" Anakin asked. "Just abandoned the Order because none else was left alive or here? What about Obi-Wan? Luminara? Ki-Adi-Mundi? Do they think the same way?"

Mace shook his head. "No, but they haven't come to accept the reality. The Jedi Order means nothing here. They don't need peacemakers, all the people here do is wage war. Jedi wouldn't have a purpose."

There was a frag grenade sitting on weapon rack nearby. Anakin lifted it with the Force, not even moving a muscle, through pure thought. He moved it over to them, where it began to orbit Mace like the Moon. "Who's to say that we won't have a purpose?" he asked, and Mace snatched the grenade out of the air. "We're not like them. We're more powerful."

"You're point?" Mace asked, aiming down the scope of his rifle.

"My point is-"

"Covenant, hunkering down on the left!" Lasky shouted over the comms. Marines ran over to the right side of the Mammoth, preparing their weapons. Chief manned the rocket turrent mounted above the small little alcove that Mace and Anakin occupied.

Mace propped his sniper rifle up on the edge, on hand on the grip with his finger ready to pull the trigger, his other hand on the bolt, ready to eject spent rounds at a high speed. "Time to earn our pay."

Anakin hesistantly looked down at his rifle, and slowly put it on his back. He could feel the Marine's emotions. Fear, anxiety, excitement, and anger were the most common ones. Mace somehow blocked his thoughts from him, preventing Anakin from reading his true feelings.

A beam shot out from behind a rock, piercing a Marine's shoulder. Screaming, the man staggered from the force of impact, falling right off the edge of the Mammoth. His friends cried out his name as he hit the ground, and an Elite pumped him full of plasma to be sure he was dead.

The Marines retailiated, unleashing a large wave of bullets onto the aliens below. Mace fired off all four shots in rapid succession, each bullet a dead-on headshot. Rockets from the Chief's turrent wiped out a whole squad of Grunts.

"Shoot Marine!" someone to Anakin's left shouted. The Sergeant was weilding an Assault Rifle, firing down on the Covenant. "What are you wait for? Shoot 'em!"

Anakin shrugged, and folded his arms, watching the engagment. Aliens dropped like flies, with only two Marines going down in the fight. The last Grunt alive was running for cover, when a round from Mace's SRS blew its head clean off.

There was silence on the Mammoth for a seconds, and then Marines walked back to whatever it was they were doing, with some mourning their fallen comerades.

"What the hell was that?" the Sergeant demanded, pointing an accusatory finger at Anakin. "I gave you a direct order, and you disobeyed it."

"So? The aliens are all dead," Anakin argued. "What does it matter?"

"I outrank you," the Sergeant continued. "You should be respectful."

"In my book, experience outranks everything," Anakin retorted, using a line from the long-dead Captian Rex.

"You calling me inexperienced, you son of a bitch?" the Sergeant asked, folding his arms.

Anakin sighed. This guy was driving him crazy. "No, I'm just saying that if you want me to respect you, then get some more."

The Sergeant was pissed. He growled in rage, and threw a punch, catching Anakin on the cheek. The Jedi fell to the metal floor, hand on the impact site. "That's for insubordination."

Biting his lip, Anakin had to focus. He could feeling something coming onto him that he didn't want. Anger. Anger would lead him back to the dark side. Wordlessly, he pushed himself back up to his feet. Casting one glance back at the Sergeant, he turned and walked away.

"I can have you court-martialled!" the Sergeant shouted after him.

Unable to contain it anymore, Anakin turned on heel, and glared at the Sergeant, using the same omnious face that he'd had when he was Darth Vader. "I can kill you." Fortunately, he was able to restrain it, and turned back.

He went to the front of the Mammoth, and stood there, watching the desert terrian pass under the behemoth of a vehicle. Taking the rifle off his back, he ejected the clip, letting it fall to the ground far below. Then he released his grip on the BR85, letting it join the clip on the dusty ground far below.

Jedi were not warmongers.

"Skywalker." Mace walked over next to him, remaining silent. "I'm surprised that you managed to keep your cool." Once again, Mace went back into his silence. "You really are trying to be a diligent Jedi, aren't you?"

"It was what I always wanted to so," Anakin said. "Ever since I was a slave on Tatooine. I heard stories of Jedi, and that was how I planned to free me and my mother." He sighed, kicking a small rock that had somehow managed to find its way onto the Mammoth off the edge. "But, when I actually did become a Jedi, it was a lot different than I thought."

"I know," Mace replied. "I honestly didn't think that you were up to it. After all, you were a little rebellious. The elders found you disrespectful because you chose to wear darker robes, rather than the traditional tan."

Anakin smiled lightly, remembering the good old days. "Yeah, Obi-Wan never really got onto me much about that." He removed his helmet, and tossed it into the air, using the Force to let it float and move around. "So, after we get off this metal planet, we can go to Earth, where Obi-Wan is?"

Mace nodded. "Yeah, he and Mundi and Luminara are camped out in New York. Mundi's a ambassador to the UNSC from the Sangheili, so that's brought up some conflict to the neighborhood."

Anakin shrugged, and went back to his thoughts on the dark side and the light side. "Master Windu?" he asked, looking over. "I just thought of something. Something horrible."

"What now?"

"The dark side. It moves in mysterious ways, like the light side. What if it made itself a contingency plan incase the light side ever won over it?"

Mace stroked his stubble. "What are you getting at?"

Anakin's helmet fell to the ground, and was crushed under a heavy tire. "If the dark side can send Sith here, couldn't it send itself here? And it could get here before the light side, meaning it would have time to prepare a defense, and perhaps even lock it out."

"Where would you get an idea like that?" Mace asked. But, there was a hint of worry in his voice.

"I know a lot about the dark side," Anakin said, head down. "All it wants is power. Conservation would be a main goal of it."

Mace nodded. "I think I see it now. The prophecy..."

Anakin blinked. "The prophecy of the Chosen One? I already fulfilled that."

"What is it? It's to bring balance to the Force," Mace explained. "In our old world, there was dark and light all the time, meaning balance. But when you fulfilled it, if you're right, you let light take over, leading to unbalance..."

"...I see what you getting at," Anakin acknowledged. "Since there'd only be dark here..."

"You'd have to bring the light side here to truely bring balance," Mace finished. "You never really fulfilled the prophecy."

Anakin released his breath. "God, I hope were wrong," he said. "I hate it when we're right."

* * *

><p><strong>New York City, Earth<strong>

**October 24, 2557**

Obi-Wan stood opposite of the Sith, hand twitching to his concealed lightsaber. "You can't win, Darth," he said, using some old dialouge.

"I've heard that one before," Vader retorted, lashing his hand out. Obi-Wan was lifted into the air, clutching his throat. "Let me guess, you will become more powerful if I strike you down?"

He flung Obi-Wan into the mesmerized crowd. None responded as he landed in the middle of them. Vader walked down the stage stairs, his robes flowing behind him. "This time, you won't be able to escape the dark side." In his hand, he pulled out a silver cylanderical object. With a hiss, a blood red blade extended from it.

Obi-Wan reached for his own saber, but Vader vanished into a shadow, his cloak falling to the ground at where he stood. He reappeared in front of Obi-Wan, and raised the blade to strike. He brought it down.

Obi-Wan rolled back, narrowly avoiding the blade. His activated his own blade, raising it into a defensive postion. "I beat you once. I can do it again."

"No, no you can't," Vader replied. "You will never be able to kill you old Padawan. You've grown too attached to him. And he grew too attached to Padme. You can't harm me."

Growling, Obi-Wan knew he was right. He had to overcome that. "You're the one who's wrong, Vader," he snarled. "I've overcome that. I can kill you."

Smirking, Vader swung at Obi-Wan, but the Master easily blocked it. As the sabers clashed, sparks rose from the intersection. Obi-Wan felt that third presense again. It felt like a circle of gray light in a field of black, coming towards the white circle and the pitch-black circle.

"I doubt that," Vader said. "You're emotions betray you." With one thrust forward, Vader knocked Obi-Wan onto his back, and with one swing knocked his lightsaber from his hand. The red bladed was angled toward Kenobi's head. "You will never be as powerful as me, Master." He said that last part sarcastically.

The hum of a lightsaber passed over head as a blue of blue light slammed into Vader's saber, moving it away from Obi-Wan. A blast of Force sent Vader skidding back several yards.

Obi-Wan looked up, and saw a human with short black hair, wearing some sort of drab gray jumpsuit. The man reached out and retrieved his saber through the Force, and offered Obi-Wan a hand to help him up.

"Galen Marek," Vader hissed seeing the sight. "I have score to settle with you." He began storming at them as Obi-Wan stood up.

"Now would be a good time to leave," Galen said, readying his lightsaber. "I have a Pelican landed around the block," he explained. "Get to it and pick me up. I'll hold him off."

Obi-Wan nodded, and began jogging to the block. He heard a second hiss, and saw that Galen had retrieved his fallen lightsaber and was using it alongside his own.

The streets were abandoned, and there was a shadowy fog in the air. It felt like a dark energy, obviously an invent of the dark side.

He kept pace up, and seconds later, a Pelican came into view. The back hatch was open, allowing Obi-Wan access. He climbed into the cockpit, and due to Anakin's teachings of how to fly, he was able to figure out the controls.

The Pelican lifted up, and slowly flew toward where Galen and Vader were dueling. Flashed of red and blue could be seen from a distance, and then there was a giant wave of blue lightning.

He was overhead them when Galen jumped into the back hatch, and ran into the cockpit. "Get us out of here!" he ordered. Obi-Wan gunned the engines, and they were off.

"So," Obi-Wan started when they had put some distance between them and Vader. "You are...?"

"Galen Marek," he replied, handing Obi-Wan his lightsaber. "I just escaped from an ONI facility. Two other Jedi were there."

Obi-Wan nodded. "And you're a Jedi? I got mixed readings when I sensed you."

Galen shrugged, attaching his lightsaber to his belt. "Jedi, although I was raised Sith." He sighed, sitting in the copilot's seat. "I was trained under Vader, you know, when he had that suit and all."

Raising his eyebrows, Obi-Wan looked out the canopy. "I never heard that he had an apprentice." He put his lightsaber into his jacket pocket. "There's only two Sith. The Master and the Apprentice. So what did that make you?"

"The secret Apprentice," Galen replied. "I was trained in secret to be an assassin. Vader wanted me to help him overthrow the Emporer. But, when the Emporer found out about me, Vader didn't hesistate to kill me."

Nodding, Obi-Wan steered the Pelican away from the tall skyscrapers. "And you ended up here?"

Galen shook his head. "No, I survived his first attempt. I woke up on a ship, or was it a space station? Anyway...it turns out that Vader had only shoved me out into space as show, and wanted me alive. So, I was brought to the place, and fixed up. But, I was mad at Vader because he didn't take the chance to kill the Emporer when we had it. So, I saved Juno and sent the ship into a star as I left."

"I see," Obi-Wan said. "And then?"

"I went to Bespin to find Kota, a Jedi Vader had me kill. I found out that he survived, and blinded. At first, I thought he didn't recognize me, but later, I found out he knew it was me the entire time. He helped found the Rebellion, and was taken hostage by Vader and taken to the Death Star, with Juno and others."

Galen sighed. "I went after them. In the end, I faced Vader and badly wounded him. I had the chance to give into hate and kill him, but I faced the Emperor instead."

Obi-Wan's eyes widend. "You faced the Emperor? Let me guess, that what killed you."

Shaking his head, Galen continued. "I was whooping up on him, and I honestly thought that I would kill him. Then, my friends were threated, and I gave my life to save them. That's how I ended up here."

"Heh, my story isn't even half that good," Obi-Wan admitted. "I was a Jedi in the Clone Wars, and then survived Order 66, and went into exile. When Luke, Vader's son, was ready to learn of the Force, I took him in, and then gave my life on the Death Star as well. That's about it, other than the fact that it took the Force a couple of years to offer me a new life."

Galen nodded. "Vader had a son? That's a shocker." He smiled, rested his head in his hands. "I'll guide you to the ONI space station where the other two are being held, and we'll get them out."

"Who are they?" Obi-Wan asked.

"We never really gave out names, even though we were in there for a few months," he said. "Maybe you'll reconize them."

"Maybe I will," Obi-Wan said. "Maybe I will."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Next Time, on From Dark to Light;<strong>

**Anakin and Mace finally destroyed the gravity well with Chief's help, and then head home on the Infinity. Obi-Wan and Galen go in to free the other two Jedi.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Anakin and Mace have a revelation, and Obi-Wan gets saved.**

**Response to Reviews;**

_gh0st3: _**They really didn't have a choice, did they?**

_KasumiCain: _**Chief is going to play a more major role as time goes on, and I think I answered to you in a PM. Let me know if I'm wrong.**

mouse: **There's a way. I mentioned it in two chapters, this one included.**

_Lost survivor: _**Yep, that's going to be fun to write.**

**There we have it. Chapter eight. The longest one in the whole story. I've been working on trying to make my chapters longer for all stories, so I hope I can do that. Give some feed back on the chapter, mainly the part with Anakin and the Chief. Anakin's been down the road that Chief's about to go down.**

**Peace out!**


	9. Chapter 9

_Homeward Bound_

**Requiem**

**October 24, 2557**

The Mammoth pulled up alongside the Pelican's crash site, and the burning skeleton could be seen at the edge of a pool of strange liquid.

"I'll get to them and get the Target Designator," Chief said, taking a running leap off the side of the massive vehicle. A moment later, his jet pack activated, slowing his descent. He hit the ground right as an elite attempt to pick him off with his beam rifle. Chief dodged the shot and raised his assault rifle, only for the elite to be blown to shreds by the rocket turrents.

Grunts ran out of cover at the sight of the leader, screaming as they panicked. Chief let out short controlled burst, nailing each one in the head and wiping them out.

A moment later, his empty clip hit the dusty ground. "You know," Cortana said, breaking the silence, "there's been something that's bother me."

"That is...?"

"That marine. He seemed to know exactly what you were feeling," she said. "As if he could read your mind."

Chief shrugged, and slammed another clip into his Assault Rifle. "It's nothing. Probably just some kook that thinks he's better than he actually is."

Cortana shook her head on the comm screen. "There's something about him," she insisted. A second later, a replay from a Marine's HUD began replaying on Chief's HUD. "This happened several minutes ago."

There were two Marines on the screen. One Chief didn't recognize, and the other was the one in question. His helmet was the one recording the scene, and was floating in mid-air.

_"The dark side. It moves in mysterious ways, like the light side. What if it made itself a contingency plan incase the light side ever won over it?"_

_"What are you getting at?"_

The helmet fell to the ground, and one of the Mammoth's wheels rolled over it, ending the feed. "So, what does that prove? That they're into some religeon?"

Once again, Cortana shook her head. "I've done research, and none of any current religeons make any mention of something like that. There's something strange here...And there's the helmet cam. It appears that the helmet it floating..."

"Can it wait?" Chief asked, ducking under a plasma grenade and unleashing another wave of bullets into the oncoming Elite. "I'm kinda busy here."

"Right, sorry." Cortana faded from the screen, leaving Chief to his job.

Rockets streaked overhead, blasting a Ghost into a pile of rubble. Chief swapped to his BR85 and drilled away at an Elite, bringing it down with several well aimed headshots. The smoking remains of the Pelican was just a dash across an exposed area. Easy place for snipers to pick you off.

Figuring that his clip was full enough, Chief sucked in some air, and ran out into the open. Plasma bolts hit the ground around him as he made the blind run, and Chief dove to the right as a Wraith morter hit the gound.

He rolled and stood back up in a single motion, and continued running. The Target Designator was on the ground just a few feet away, and he stooped down to grab it as he passed. "Commander, I've got the designator," he said into the comms. "I'm on my way back now."

"Copy," Lasky replied. "I'm sending in some Warthogs to provide some cover. We've got some Phantoms coming in, but you can target them with the designator, and take them out before they drop reinforcements."

"Yes sir," Chief said, "But it's still a little crowded out here, and the Wraith's pinning me down."

There was a sigh on the line. "The Master Chief left some enemies alive?" Someone asked, "I guess he's getting old."

"Oh can it, Wallace," Lasky snapped. "Yeah, we'll get a Hog on that Wraith. Over and out."

Chief grunted at the insult, and poked out of cover to pop some Grunts. The Wraith levitated into view, and the gunner unleashed a large wave of plasma at him, forcing the Spartan into cover. The distinicive hum of Phantoms phased into hearing, and Chief readied the designator.

He leaned out from behind his rock just enought to lock onto one of the Phantoms, and then quickly retreated back into his crouching position. There was the sound of the MAC charging, then a deafening roar as the round tore through the Phantom.

Elites roared in rage while Grunts screamed in terror. The roar of a Warthog was getting close, and soon Chief heard the turrent firing. The Wraith's gunner returned fire, and Chief made his move. He dashed out toward an empty Ghost, and climbed onboard. Taking a few seconds to get the thing started, he boosted forward, steering with one hand and shooting his BR85 with the other, taking out hapless Grunts that happened to be in the demon's path.

The Ghost went to the back of the Mammoth, and Chief took aim at the Forerunner AA gun with the designator. Once target locked was achived, Chief abandoned the vehicle and ran up the opened back hatch into the vehicle bay.

Anakin breifly looked up at the Spartan as he entered, and then went back to inspecting the Warthogs engine. It was in perfect condition, but Anakin planned to make some modifications to the motor. Or, at least he wanted to. Most of the things he would need weren't on the Mammoth.

Despite the fact that there was a skirmish outside, there was a relative peace in the Mammoth. Marines stood at terminals, checking the massive vehicle's systems and fuctions, and tightening the grips on the railings as the MAC fired again, shaking the whole vehicle.

Mace was at a worktable, updating his SRS with whatever improvements he could find.

The Spartan had moved silently up behind Anakin, but the Jedi had sensed his presence. "What do you want?" Anakin asked, not looking up from the engine.

"How?" Chief simply asked. "How did you know?"

Anakin shrugged. "Just a hunch."

"Some hunch," Cortana replied, appearing on a screen built into the wall. "You almost gave a word for word description of his emotions."

"Cortana," Chief said sternly, giving her a sharp glare. "I can handle this."

"If you have to know," Anakin said, as the Mammoth began moving again, "I'm a Jedi." Instantly, Anakin felt Chief's mind thinking, trying to decipher what he'd said. And, it ended exactly where Anakin expected it to. Not understanding. Few people in this realm had ever heard of a Jedi.

"I don't care what religion you are," Chief replied, lowering his head at Anakin to stare him in the eyes, that is if he was to turn around. "I only want to know how you knew."

"Jedi are the peacekeepers of the galaxy," Anakin explained. Since no one would likely believe him, why not just go ahead and give an explanation? "They get their power from the Force, which binds us, creates us, controls us."

Chief remained quiet for several seconds. "What?"

"Long story short, I'm easily the most powerful person on this metal planet," Anakin said, taking a bit of an arrogant tone.

Mace sighed. "Got a bit of an ego there?"

Chief looked over at him, and back to the back of Anakin's head. "You obviously not met the Didact," he retorted, shifting his rifle in his hands.

"Eh, I could probably take him," Anakin replied, slamming the hood of the Warthog down and turning to face Chief.

Cortana tried to intervene. "I'm not sure exactly what this is, but don't start a fight." She turned to Anakin and folded her arms. "The Didact wouldn't be that easy to beat," she told him. "It's not going to be that easy."

"You underestimate me," Anakin said bluntly. Mace rolled his eyes and shook his head, and went back to working on his gun. "After all, I was able to read you mind."

Chief's fisted tightened on his gun, and he was about to say something when Lasky came on over the comms. "Chief, we've got some shields up ahead, and we need them taken out."

"I'm on it, Commander," Chief replied, looking over at the Warthog.

"Feel free to take as many reinforcements as you need," Lasky continued, "if you even need any."

"Copy. Over and out," Chief cut the comms and climbed into the driver's seat of the Warthog. "Well, Mr. Jedi. If you're as powerful as you say, why not show us." He guestered to the gun on the back.

Anakin shook his head. "Thanks for the offer, but Jedi are not soldiers. We're peacekeepers."

A Spartan IV pushed him aside and climbed into the turrent. "I've gotcha, Chief," she said. "I guess you're all talk and no show, huh?" she remarked snobbily to Anakin.

The Warthog pulled away, and Anakin smirked. He'd used the Force to connect the brakes to the horn. Classic.

"I know what you did, Skywalker," Mace said, looking his rifle. "That's not funny. That might get them killed."

Anakin shrugged. "Well..." His train of thought was cut off when he heard the blaring horn of the Warthog. A smile crossed his face as he heard smaller shorter burst of the horn. "Oh come on, that's funny."

"No, it's not," Mace replied.

"You two." They looked up to see Lasky pointing at them. "Palmer's coming to pick up wounded and casulities, and I want you two to go with them." He stared at Anakin. "Del Rio wants a word with the two of you." He walked off, back up the metal stairs.

"What's that all about?" Mace asked. "And why'd you go blabbing about the Jedi?"

"Why would you care?" Anakin countered. "You said yourself that the Jedi's days are up."

Mace shrugged. "Fine. You do what you want. Just leave me out of it. I don't want anyone to know about me."

"Fine."

A Pelican flew overhead, and landed behind the Mammoth. "This is Alpha 914," the pilot said over the comms. "I'm here to pick up the wounded and those other two."

Some medics ran from the Pelican to the Mammoth, and began escorting the wounded to the transport. Anakin and Mace walked over to the Pelican, and Anakin kicked a rock on the ground as they walked.

The stone was torn from the ground, revealing it to be a white, round stone roughly the size of a golf ball. Reaching down to pick it up, Anakin felt...something. When his hand came into contact with it, there was a feeling of...he couldn't describe it. As if feeling everything all at once.

Shrugging, he pocketed the stone, deciding that it could use some further examination. He and Mace took the two seats closest to the entrance of the Pelican.

Bodies sat in the floor, bloodied white cloths covering them. Some wounded moaned and ground from their seats. Anakin sighed, as he felt their pain and loss.

The Pelican lifted off, and soon they were flying at a high rate of speed. The ground passed below them, and the Mammoth was soon little more than a speck in the distance. The Infinity was growing larger and larger as they got closer and closer, and they finally landed in the hanger.

Medics ran in to assist the ones in the Pelican, and a man wearing a suit with a pyramid on the right breast walked over to Anakin and Mace. "Captain Del Rio is waiting on the bridge," he said simply, and led them away.

Anakin cast a glance at Mace. He wasn't worried about anyone finding out about his Jedi powers, since he was planning to reveal them soon enough. Mace seemed somewhat nervous, but as to why Anakin didn't know.

"Do you feel it?" Mace asked him, in a low voice so the ONI officer couldn't hear him. "I felt a disturbance in the Force. I think Obi-Wan is in trouble."

Anakin shook his head. "I don't feel anything. Are you sure that you felt it? You're kinda out of practice with the Force."

"Positive," Mace replied. "I might be old, but not that old."

The ONI offical walked into the bridge, where several crew members were monitering systems, and commanders giving updates to their operation teams. It was a madhouse.

Del Rio was shouting at some poor young Spartan, who was geniunely frightened by him, despite her being a Spartan. Palmer shot a glance over at him, and sighed, walking over to end the dispute. Another officer screamed in pain as someone bumped against him, causing him to spill his piping hot coffee onto his nice white uniform.

"Captain!" The ONI officer raised his hand, trying to get Del Rio's attention. Del Rio was now shouting at both Palmer and the other Spartan, something about slowing them down. "Captain!"

"What is it now?" Del Rio snapped, turning to the officer. "Did you bring Winders and Walker?"

"Affirmative," the officer pointed over at the two Jedi, "They're right there."

"This will have to wait then," Del Rio told the two Spartans. "I have more urgent matters to attend to." He turned back to the ONI officer. "Take them to the breifing room. We can get some silence in there."

"Right." The officer walked back over to the two Jedi, motioning for them to follow him again. He led them to a room just off the bridge, where there was a table in the middle of the room, with enough seats for at least thirty people. Del Rio was waiting.

"Thank you," the captain said to the officer. "We'll speak in private now." The door shut behing the officer as he left.

"Now then," Del Rio started, looking from Mace to Anakin. "You're probably wondering why I brought you two here, right?"

Anakin shrugged. "Somewhat."

"I see," Del Rio said, staring Anakin in the eyes. He typed something into a holographic terminal, and a video from a Marine's helmet camera began playing. Anakin

"Does this look familar?" Del Rio asked, eyes boring holes into Anakin's.

"Yeah..."

"So you know what happens."

"Yeah..."

"So, then." Del Rio stood up and slowly walked over to Anakin. "You admit that you...hypnotized that Elite?"

Anakin nodded slowly, while Mace released a tense breath.

"How then? How did you do it?"

"It's really a long story, starting in a galaxy far far away."

Del Rio motioned for the two of them to sit down. "I have plenty of time on my hands."

And so, Anakin started at his years on Tatooine, telling the story of the Jedi. Del Rio only stopped him to ask a question or two, but seemed to be believing the story. Mace remained quiet, and Anakin sensed that he wanted not to be assosicated in anyway with the story, so Anakin left him out.

"So," Del Rio said and hour later, as Anakin finished his account. "You still have these Jedi powers, correct?"

Anakin nodded.

"Then, I want you to be reassigned to..." his voice trailed off as a voice called him over the comms. "Well, this will have to wait. Gypsy's taken out the gravity well. We're going home."

**Next Time, on From Dark to Light;**

**Something awesome happens.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Cortana starts to get suspicious about Anakin, while Del Rio gets the full story. The Infinity is heading back to Earth.**

**Response to Reviews;**

Trap3r: **Keep that in mind.**

gh0st3: **I know what the Insurrection is, and it will not be leading into that, fortunately.**

_mouse: _**Glad to hear it.**

Lostsurvivor: **In short, yes, that's exactly what's about to happen.**

**Well, there's chapter nine. When I finished with this story, I plan on doing another Star Wars crossover, most likely with Fallout. Or I might do something like some characters get trapped in a zombie apocalypse or something.**

**But yeah.**


	10. Chapter 10

**I've been waiting to write this short little chapter for a while. Heh heh heh...**

_Reunion Pt I_

**UNSC Space Port Alpha 3, New York City**  
><strong>October 29, 2557 5:32pm<strong>

The woman sighed as she looked up from her desk. It had been a hassle for all of the flight organizers, since ships had been coming and going all day. No one wanted to sit still.

Fortunately for them, the return of the UNSC Infinity had pretty much cleared up most of the traffic in their area. Unfortunately, there were mobs of people waiting to go up into space to see the legendary ship.

"I brought ya some coffee," Beatrice said, rolling over in her office chair. They shared on big, curved desk, and there were six of them scattered around the room, each one serving different functions. "You look tired, Pad."

She nodded and took the cup of warm liquid. "Emily and Jeff called in sick, so I worked their shifts, along with mine," she replied, then taking a big swig of the coffee.

Beatrice frowned. "So you've been working for a whole twenty-four hours?"

"Twenty-three hours and forty-five minutes," she corrected, and set the mug on her desk. "My fingers hurt from typing, my butt is numb from all this sitting, my legs fell asleep hours ago, and I have a headache. But, I could use the overtime pay."

"Padme, Padme, Padme," Beatrice muttered, shaking her head. "You really need to stop working yourself so hard. You need a vacation."

Padme smiled lightly, then rested her head on her desk. "Maybe. I assume that you want to tag along like last time?"

Chuckling, Beatrice shrugged. "Can't hurt, right?"

"It might, you remember what happened last time, with the burbon and the vacuum?"

Beatruce burst into laughter. "How could I forget? And like I said, I never knew there was a cat right there. Completely out of my sight."

"Because you were like, a gazillion times over the legal limit," Padme added, joining the laughter. "I'm sure that the spahgetti sauce is still stained on the wall."

"It was not a gazillion times, it was only seven," Beatrice told her. "And the spahgetti sauce was on purpose."

"Sure," Padme said, nodding. "Seven times the legal limit?" she then asked, looking up. "Wouldn't that kill you?"

"The Martin family was built to drink," Beatrice said proudly. "We can drink more than any other normal human. My grandfather once drank down over fifty shots of tequila in one sitting, and was still able to drive after that."

"How's that even possible?"

Before there was answer, hords of people came through the doors, each one heading off to one of the desks to get reservations to hotels or rental cars. They were all Marines or ODSTs and even a few Spartan IV's getting off the Infinity for the week. "Time to get to work," Beatrice grimly noted.

* * *

><p>"Never again," Padme said, banging her fist on the desk. She was flopped over on top of it, somewhat asleep. "Never again, never again, never again."<p>

It had taken them over five hours to get each and every UNSC personnel to where they were going, and they only took one-tenth of the entire ship's crew. The other organizers took the rest, and were still finished before they were.

"My shift's over," Padme continued, rolling off her desk. "I'm going to fall asleep right here. Don't disturb me." There was a pause. "Can you throw me my jacket? I'm cold."

Seconds later, her black wool jacket came flying over, and landed a few feet from her. "Thanks." She snatched it up, and curled up under it. "I'm not moving until I sleep."

"Oh, this again?" Beatrice asked, gathering some things into her purse. "Last time, Bowers got so mad at you, I thought he was going to explode."

Padme weakly chuckled. "That's how he got his nickname Beetroot. That's color of his face when he gets mad. I'll worry about him later."

Beatrice slung her purse over her shoulder. "Okay then, I'm outta here. See ya on Monday, if you don't get fired." She walked off, and Padme smile, able to rest her eyes for a long night's sleep. Actually, it would be around twenty minutes, since that's when the janitors came around to clean up before opening again.

For once, there was a calm silence in the building. Nothing but the hum of the air conditioning and heaters. Padme smiled and closed her eyes.

It seemed like hours, but it was only minutes when she heard boots cloming down the hall. She groaned and pulled her jacket over her head, not wanting to have to do anything but sleep.

"Um...Is there anyone here that can get me accomdated?" the man asked.

Padme tensed. She knew that voice. But...how? What? She didn't know weather to rejoice or cower. After all, this was the man that killed her. But she knew there was still good down in him somewhere. Slowly, she peeked out from under her jacket. "Ani?"

"Padme?" Anakin stared at her, eyes going wide. They stood in that awkward silence for several minutes, then... "What...how...when...what..where...what?"

"How did you get here?" Padme asked, standing up. She was uncoordinated from her lack of sleep, but she didn't show it. "How?"

Anakin shook his head, still speechless. "I don't know. When I died in the other world, I woke up here..."

Padme nodded. "Same here." Once again, there was a deafening silence. "So, um, how have you been?"

"Fine." It was still awkward. "Look, I need to get this out of the way. I regret what I did back then. I was angry, and I couldn't control it." Anakin sighed, and looked down at his boots. "If you don't want anything to do with me, after what I did to you, I'm fine with that."

"Ani..." Padme said, reaching out and grabbing his hand. She wasn't surprised when she felt the cold steel of his metal hand. "I forgive you...if you really did have some good in you, like I told Obi-Wan."

Anakin mused it over, and excluding the Death Star, the Death Star II, cutting of Luke's hand, kidnapping Han Solo, and the deaths of millions of rebels, he didn't do anything evil...wait, what would all that leave?

"I did kill the Emperor," he finally said, "and saved our son."

"Luke?" Padme asked. A fond smile came over her lips. "Why do you tell me what he's like over dinner? At my place?"

Anakin smiled. "I think I would like that very much."

**Padme's Apartment**  
><strong>October 27, 10:34pm<strong>

Padme's apartment was not the best, but not the worst. It was on the sixth floor of a tall, state of the art condominum. Every thing was either black or white, styling with the modern style.

"...and I tried to get onto the Human-Sangheili peace council, considering my background on the Senate," Padme said, taking a bite of her pizza. "But those assholes wouldn't allow it since I wasn't in the UNSC. I could negociate better than any of them."

"I don't doubt it," Anakin said, chuckling. He stopped, and his smile faded. "What are the odds?"

"Odds of what?"

"The two of us, together again, getting a new life," Anakin replied. "Do you know what we could do? We can get a fresh start. The two of us. I'm no longer bound by the Jedi Order, I can marry, have kids, the whole nine yards. It's a new world for us, literally."

"You're right," Padme acknowledged. She set what was left of her pizza on her plate, and stood up, extending her hand to Anakin. "Why don't we start this new life together properly?"

Anakin's smile returned. "Why not?" He took her hand, and she led him to her bedroom. Not much more needs to be said, right?

**Next Time, on From Dark to Light;**

**Obi-Wan and Galen break into the ONI facility in order to rescue the other Jedi trapped in there, while Anakin faces a tragic revelation.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Anakin is reunited with Padme! **

**This chapter probably isn't one of my best, but I still hope I did somewhat good. Okay, maybe not enough romance, but this is a critical chapter.**


	11. Chapter 11

_Reunion Part II_

**Woodsworth Hotel, Penthouse Suite**  
><strong>October 28, 12:48<strong>

Mace Windu stood out on the balcony of their room, holding cell phone to his ear. "Hello, Obi-Wan?"

_"Ah, Mace. You're back. That's timely," _Obi-Wan replied. _"I'm kinda out of town, and might not be back for a little while, just so you know."_

Mace sighed. "Well, I found something while on duty," he said, glancing up as Anakin came into the room, and threw his suitcase onto the table. "You're going to have to see it with your own eyes."

"_Listen, Mace, I'm going to have to call you back. I'm in the middle of something important." _Several sharp cracks echoed in the background, followed by some shouting.

"Uh...was that gunfire?"

_"Maybe a little."_

"Where are you?"

_"On an ONI Space Station, trying to liberate two other Jedi. It's not going so well."_

Before any more could be said, the connection was cut. Mace shook his head, assuming that ONI had activated jammers to prevent communication with the intruders. He turned to Anakin. "Where the hell have you been? You're like five hours late."

"Well," Anakin said, plopping down on the couch, "Del Rio held me on board for a special briefing. Apparently, he wants me assigned onto Fireteam Crimson, since they're a member short now."

"Crimson?" Mace asked, mainly out of disbelief. "That's a Spartan Fireteam."

"Exactly," Anakin noted. "He wanted me to get augmented as soon as possible so I could use my powers for his will. I simply wormed my way out of it by saying the augmentations would destroy my powers."

Mace shrugged, and flipped the TV on. "It would, really. Some of the newer chemicals they use now would literally eat you midi-chlorians. That's the only reason I'm not a Spartan now." He purused through several channels, before settling for news.

"Do you think it was a good idea to tell Del Rio everything?" Anakin asked, slight worry in his voice. "Since I'm a Jedi again, I don't want to screw this up. I have to stick as close to the Jedi Code as possible."

"As long as you leave me out of it," Mace said, "you can screw your life up as much as you want. Dig your grave as deep as you want."

That's when the news story came on.

_"In other news, Fleet Admiral Tyrannus has been granted permission to assemble a fleet to assault a Covenant fleet guarding a supposed superweapon underconstruction just in the orbit of the remains of human colony Paris IV," the blonde reporter said. _

_She read from the teleprompter mentally, and then shot a confused look over at her anchor mate. "Is this for real?" she asked. Then she realized that she was still on air."Well...this is surprising," she said, preparing for the next story. "He beat the Flood twice, almost single-handedly ended the war, and blew up two Halos and the Ark, and then disappeared. But now, some UNSC personnel are reporting that they saw the famous Spartan 117 on the UNSC Infinity as it crashed landed during its mission, which is still highly classified. Fleet Admiral Tyrannus is live with a few words."_

_The scene switched from the news room to a room with a mob of people, obivously reporters, and some UNSC personnel. Spartans stood at guard, BR85's ready to fire. Then, Tyrannus stepped forward._

"You have got to be shitting me!" Anakin blurted out as Dooku appeared on the screen. "How did he become the Fleet Admiral?"

"Hell if I know," Mace replied, switching the channel to boxing. There was an awkward silence as the two of them sat there. "But I don't care."

Anakin felt something. A familiar presence far away, and a strangely even more familiar one just next to it. "Do you feel that?"

"No."

"Oh. I'm going to step out for a bit," Anakin said, opening the door to the balcony. Night life was evident by the night music of honking car horns, police sierns, and the distant gunfire. Tall skyscrapers scraped the sky, and a gentle sprinkle of rain fell.

He reached out with the force, and jumped.

He made it farther than any human, and Spartan could've. It was a fifteen yard jump to the roof of the nearest skyscraper. Landing softly, Anakin began moving to the presence he felt.

Breaking into a run, he soon found himself crossing the city via parkour. Leaping from rooftop to rooftop, he found himself getting ever so close to the presence.

However, when he landed on the roof of a hospital, the plot began to thicken.

"Anakin..." a voice called out. He instantly recognized the voice.

"Padme?" he asked, looking around. Nothing but shadows of the air units. "Where are you?" Still no response. Only the gentle patter of rain on the metal roof was heard.

Several seconds passed before a figure cloaked in shadows walked right out of pure darkness.

Anakin gasped when he saw who it was. Anakin was face to face with himself.

* * *

><p><strong>Padme's Apartment<strong>  
><strong>October 28, 12:03 (45 minutes earlier)<strong>

Anakin stirred, and woke with his eyes closed. He didn't want to move. All he wanted to do was stay in bed, with her warm body pressed against his.

A slight rain pattered against the window, slowly forcing Anakin to fully wake up. Groaning, he curled up under the covers and tried to fall back asleep, but it was no use. He got out of bed, careful not to wake up Padme, and slowly went into the kitchen to get some coffee.

It was calm and peaceful, with the stars shining into the dark apartment. He liked the night, and all the shadows, and all the dark. It suited him perfectly.

Anakin dug his hand through the basket next to the coffee maker, searching for the perfect flavor. Finally, he pulled out one called Midnight Chocolate. Smiling, he put it into the machine, and pressed the button.

In seconds, the warm aroma of coffee wafted from the machine. Anakin looked around the cabinets for a mug, and selected one that was an obsidian black. He filled it full of the drink, and took a large sip.

The liquid was scalding hot, but he felt no pain from it. He smiled as he found the flavor to be absolutely perfect. He chugged down the rest in three seconds.

Then, he felt the presence of someone. Someone he was dying to meet. Mysterious smile plastered to his face, his body disspiated into a shadow and vanished...

* * *

><p><strong>ONI Research Station 51<strong>  
><strong>October 28, 12:50<strong>

"You didn't even think of a plan, did you?"

"Not really."

"Great," Obi-Wan muttered from behind his crate. He and Galen had landed in the hanger of the ONI station, and had been completely over-whelmed from the start.

UNSC Marines had them pinned down with constant fire. A heavy machine gun was set up just across the hanger from them. A sniper was up in the rafters, waiting for either of them to pop out of cover.

"This was absolutely brillant," Obi-Wan continuously complained from behind his cover. "Seriously, there should be more strategy to this than running in blind."

"It worked out so much better in my head," Galen said, lifting up a propane tank with the Force, and launching it over into the rafters in a blind attempt to nail the sniper. A second later, there was a explosion. Then a crack of an SRS. "Ugh, missed again."

Obi-Wan sighed. "My suggestion is to get a move on," he said. "Any minute now, something will go horribly wrong."

"Nothing will...oh great, they've got a Mantis."

"Told you."

"Don't worry," Galen said. "I've got this. I'm going to rush straight at it, and when I do you're also going to run out the opposite way to draw fire. Got it?"

"I got it," Obi-Wan replied. "I don't want to do it, but I got it."

"Keep in mind that you're far faster than any of those Marines," Galen assured him. "On three."

"On three? Or three and then go?"

"On three. One. Two. Three!"

Obi-Wan dashed out of cover, feeling the familiar sense of excitement. Not the 'oh yay, fighting!' excitement. It was the 'what are the odds I'll live' excitement. He ducked down as several bullets were fired in his direction.

Every single one missed, impacting the thick metal walls. Then several cracks from the SRS echoed out, blast giant holes in the crates near Obi-Wan. It wouldn't be long before the sniper got smart and started aiming slightly in front of the speeding Jedi.

He cast a quick look over at Galen, and saw the other Jedi heading full speed straight at the Mantis. The walker's machine gun was unleashing several rounds of bullets at the Jedi, but they all fell behind Galen's location.

Galen threw his lightsaber in front of him and jumped up at the same time, sending the blade through the middle part of the Mantis and sending him over the Mantis. He caught the hilt as he hit the ground and rolled, and the Mantis' top fell to the floor. The legs remained upright, with smoke rising from the slice mark.

Galen gripped the top-half in one hand with the Force, and the legs in the other also with the Force. With a yell of rage, he flung them at the Marines blocking their path into the station. Despite their tries, all Marines in the way of either piece of the Mantis had their bones crushed on impact, and were instantly killed.

Dodging a grenade thrown at him, Galen grapped that and sent it flying up towards the sniper. His lightsaber flew out and the blue blade pierced the lone Marine that had thrown the frag, the last survivor in the room.

There was a muffled scream, and then the frag detonated. Crimson blood rained down onto Galen, and a shrapnel-embedded Sniper Rifle fell to the ground, covered in blood.

"Well, that was rather brutal," Obi-Wan commented, coming out from his cover. "I didn't think that Jedi were capable of such violence."

Galen huffed. "Well, get used to it. That's how I roll."

There was a silence in the room for the first time since the firefight had started. The only sound was the hum of Galen's lightsaber. "Come on," Galen said, heading for the door that led into the depths of the station, "we've got Jedi to rescue."

* * *

><p><strong>New York State Hospital Roof<strong>  
><strong>October 28, 1:01<strong>

"I've been waiting for you," Vader said, as his body formed from shadows. "It's truely an honor to meet you, Skywalker." He took a sip from the obsidian mug still in his hand.

Anakin took several steps back, hand jumping for his pocket where his lightsaber was kept. He pulled the hilt out, ready to defend himself. "Who are you? You wouldn't happen to be Vader, my dark side, would you?" Anakin asked. He already knew the answer though. Who wouldn't?

Vader raised his eyebrows as he thought about it. "Hm. Well...I guess I am your dark side, amongst other things," he replied, taking another sip of his coffee. "Do you know why you're here? Trapped in this other universe?"

Anakin didn't have an answer. "The light side wants me to restore balance..." he said, going off of the theories that he and Mace had prouduced. "To defeat you and restore peace to the galaxy."

"I see." Vader took a third sip of his coffee. "You succeeded the first time, Skywalker," Vader snarled. "You will fail this time. You have one week until the dark side consumes the universe. Beat me, and I'll release your prize to you."

"Prize?"

"I have your dear wife, Skywalker. If you are to beat me, then I shall release her to you. Consider it a wager." Vader backed into the shadows and vanished.

Anakin felt the two presences fade and disappeared. With a growl of rage, he hurled the hilt of his lightsaber to the ground. He had been so close to finding Padme. So close. And now, he had to take out his dark side to get her back.

"I've done it once," he muttered to himself. "I can do it again."

* * *

><p><strong>Next Time, on From Dark to Light;<strong>

**During the confusion of the Didact's sudden attack, Obi-Wan and Galen continued their jailbreak, while Anakin and Mace covertly join Dooku's fleet planned to head out to the super weapon.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Anakin learns that Vader has Padme, and that he has a week to defeat Vader before the Dark Side consumes the galaxy. Obi-Wan and Galen begin their liberation of the Jedi in the ONI Station.**

**Response to Reviews;**

gh0st3: **Well I'm glad you liked it, and I do enjoy playing in my own universe a lot. Things can get confusing though.**

_Guest: _**Heh heh, not anymore. Everything's about the way it was before.**

**I might have been somewhat off when I said that we were 1/3 of the way though. In reality, we have at least 3-5 or maybe a few more than that left before the end of the story. So, yeah. we might be wrapping up soon.**


	12. Chapter 12

_Jailbreak_

**ONI Research Station 51**  
><strong>October 28, 2557, 1:04 am<strong>

The hallways were dark, despite the lights that lined the dull, gray, steel walls. Their main source of light was the blue tint from Galen's lightsaber.

"The holding cells are on the far side of the station," Galen said, leading the way. "It's probably going to be heavily guarded, unless they moved the other Jedi when they found us to be a threat."

Obi-Wan shook his head. "They wouldn't do that. However, they would use the others as bait, to lure us into their trap. It's best we be careful."

"Agreed," Galen agreed, pressing a button to open the door in front of them. The panel flashed red. Groaning, Galen pointed his finger at it, and unleashed a small burst of blue lightning. The panel was fried, and the door slid into the wall to let them through. Obi-Wan took notice of the Sith power, but said nothing.

They entered a observation deck that looked out over the beautiful globe of Earth. The ODPs were easy to see, and several frigates and other ships were shifting their position. Longswords and Broadswords flew out of their hangers, and into formations.

"Something's about to happen," Galen stated, watching the scene.

"How do you know?"

Galen tapped on the window. "Those ships are moving into attack formation. They're deploying several fighters, and the ODPs are preparing to fire. Trust me, something's about to happen."

Obi-Wan shrugged. "Maybe. I do sense that there's a lot of tension in everyone we met on the station so far."

Outside, a hole was torn open in space, and a large silver ship flew out of it. Instantly, UNSC ships were all over it, firing away in attempts to take it out. Alarms began to blare out all across the station.

"Great, perhaps we could us this as a distraction?" Obi-Wan suggested. "After all, when a ship is attacking your planet, you generally turn your attention to that."

Galen tilted his head. "Or, we could run like hell, slicing up anything that gets in our way, and rescue our Jedi friends."

Obi-Wan just stared at him. "You're not really much of a Jedi are you?"

"I try to be."

"Try harder."

"Eh." Galen zapped the panel for the door on the opposite side of the observatory. The dull steel door slid up into the roof, allowing them access.

A Marine ran into the room, with and inhuman scream. He had a combat knife in his hand, and blindly charged at the two Jedi. With a swift swing of his blue blade, Galen separated the Marine's head from the rest of his body.

"The dark side controlled him," Obi-Wan said, staring down at the body. "He had no control over his body or mind."

Galen shrugged. "So? Self-defence."

"I know that," Obi-Wan replied. "What I'm trying to say is that the dark side is consuming the whole planet. We faced its slaves on the surface, and now here in orbit. The dark side is taking over."

"And that means that we have to fix that, right?" Galen asked, deactivating his lightsaber and turning his vision back to the fight occuring outside. The silver ship seemed to be completely unharmed, while remains of other UNSC ships floating aimlessly in the vast void of space.

Obi-Wan shook his head. "That is someone else's destiny. Right now, we have to focus on rescuing the other Jedi."

Galen pointed ahead of them. "It's this way. Not much farther." He stared at the wall, and an idea came to mind. "Why don't we take a shortcut?" He actived at the blade of his lightsaber, and stabbed it into the wall and began slicing. Several seconds later, there was a decent sized hole in the wall, leading to another hallway in the station.

"Clever, but what if that was the edge of the station, and led into open space?" Obi-Wan questioned, as Galen swung himself through the hole.

"Then we would be dead right now," Galen simply answered, waiting for Obi-Wan to join him. And the Jedi Master did so.

Gunfire echoed in the distance, along with the monstrous screams of the infected Marines, controlled by the dark side. "Sounds like there's a rebellion or something going down in here," Galen commented, continuing towards the cells. "Not that much farther now."

"You already said that."

"So?"

A door at the end of the hallway burst open with an explosion, and several enslaved Marines ran at them, each armed with a varity of weapons. Piping from the stations water system, random metal planks, combat knives and machetes.

Galen brought his blade up, ready to defend them. With a few swings and slices, he took out the first few, but the others were cut down by the green blade of a new comer.

Obi-Wan was slightly surprised when he saw who it was. "Master Kit Fisto. It's been a while, hasn't it?"

Kit nodded. "Indeed it has, Master Kenobi, on account of me dying, and then ending up stuck in this hellhole for the past couple of years."

"Oh come on," yet another new voice said, as the owner entered the room. "After all, I was there. That's a plus," Ahsoka Tano said, walking into the room with her lightsaber hilt in her hand. She appeared to be roughly five or six years older than she had been when Obi-Wan had last seen her. "Master Kenobi," she greeted upon seeing him.

"Well, we found them," Galen said. "Let's get out of here, shall we?"

"Agreed."

All was peaceful in their mad dash back to the hanger in which Obi-Wan and Galen had landed their Pelican. The hanger was still empty when they got there.

"We're going to the UNSC Infinity," Obi-Wan said. "It's about to leave for this superweapon, and with Dooku as Fleet Admiral, I'm sure there's more to it then meets the eye."

"Do you feel that?" Ahsoka suddenly asked. "A dark entity is here. The dark side is strong in here. It has to be-"

She was cut of by the crack of a Sniper Rifle. Ahsoka fell to her knees, clutching her stomach. Blood trickled through her fingers.

"Shit!" Obi-Wan cursed running to her side, and helping her. Galen and Fisto both activated their lightsabers, looking for the sniper.

"That won't be necessary. He won't fire another shot unless I order him to, and I don't plan on it." The figure was cloaked with a thick dark brown cloak, and seemed to appear out of the shadows.

"Vader," Obi-Wan realized as Ahsoka's body went limp in his arms. Letting it fall to the floor, Obi-Wan stood up and activated his lightsaber, along with Ahsoka's which he had taken from her body. "You're the one taking control of these Marines and other people, aren't you? What are you trying to accomplish?"

"Total domination," Vader replied. "I came close, so close last time I tried, but then that damned bitch Skywalker ended it all. But now, I have the upper hand." He ignited the pure, blood red beam of his lightsaber. "But, I guess I'll have to take you all out before I can continue."

"I suppose that you're also the one behind that, right?" Fisto asked, jerking his thumb back at the battle outside the hanger shield. the silver Forerunner ship was now firing an orange beam into the planet.

"Yes, the Didact is merely another on of my agents," Vader replied, taking a step forward. The Jedi stood their ground. I also have a Promethean army all under my command."

"Get the Pelican running," Galen whispered to Obi-Wan. "We need to leave. We can't face him. He's too strong."

"He is only one man," Fisto replied. "Three against one. Three are better than one."

Vader smirked. "That's where you're wrong." Out of the throngs of the shadows, several Marines and ODSTs emerged, armed to the teeth with weapons. "We're the ones that outnumber you."

Obi-Wan nodded. "So, starting up the Pelican to leave it it." He ran around to the front of the dropship, and climbed into the cockpit. "I forgot how much I hate flying." Gunshots rang out as he did.

"Fisto's down!" Galen almost immediantly shouted. "Forget me, and get out of here!"

Obi-Wan mashed the starter, and grabbed the turrent controls. "I'm not going to leave you here!" he shouted back. He lifted the Pelican off the ground, and spun the turrent around and unleashed a wave of bullets into the mob of infected Marines.

Several of them fell to the ground, but Vader seemed to completely shrug off any damage. Obi-Wan Pressed the button to open the back hatch, and then let loose another salvo. "Come on, Galen!"

"Just go!" Galen shouted, using the Force to push the Pelican out into space. Several seconds later, Obi-Wan flew away, finally leaving Galen to his fate.

A bullet struck his leg, and he fell to the ground, screaming in pain. Vader raised his fist to stop the gunfire.

"It is a noble, but in vain sacrifice that you made for your friend," Vader told him. "You can't hope to win." His smirk was still there."

"I know something you don't."

"And that is?"

"Three days ago, this station recieved a shipment of 34 Havok grade nuclear mines." Galen reached out with the Force and grabbed a crate, lifting it high into the air. "They're right here." He slammed the crated into the ground, the force detonated all 34 of the nukes...

Obi-Wan felt the shock wave from the Pelican. He sighed and looked down at Ahsoka's lightsaber in his hand. They had gone into the station to gain two more Jedi. Now, there were three lost.

In front of him, the silver Forerunner ship exploded it a bright flash of white. Apparently, the death of Vader had brought upon the death of this Didact. He set the Pelican to autopilot to land in a vacant hanger of the Infinity, and rested his head back against his seat.

Things had not gone according to plan.

* * *

><p><strong>UNSC Cairo Station<strong>  
><strong>October 30<strong>**th****, 2557, 3:39pm**

"Those two," Mace said, pointing to the unsuspecting Marines that were guarding a random crate. "We'll take them."

"Right," Anakin agreed, planning the attack. "So like this?"

Anakin walked up to the Marines. "Hey, can I get your help with something for a few seconds? It shouldn't take so long."

The Marines shot each other a look. "Sorry," said the one on the left. "We can't. Our job is to stand near the crate, not touch the crate, not even look at the crate. This must be some great union we're in, right?"

"Heh, yeah," said the other, yawning and propping his rifle against the crate. "But I get the feeling that something big is about to happen, with that Forerunner ship gone."

Rolling his eyes, Anakin waved his hand in front of their faces. "You will give me your ID tags and ship passes, right now." Instantly, their eyes glazed over, and the slumped over a bit.

"We'll give your our ID tags and our passes now," the two now mind dead Marines echoed in sync. They had no choice in the matter, since the Jedi was in control of their mind. Digging into their pockets, they provided Anakin with the cards.

"Thank you very much," Anakin said. "Now you will both fall asleep, and forget you ever saw me."

The Marines fell to the ground, out cold in the darkness of slumber. Despite the fact that there were right in the main hanger, no one seemed to notice the event.

"That was actually pretty good," Mace complimented, taking one set of cards from Anakin. "Now we're heading to the Infinity."

"Can you tell me why we can't just use our cards?" Anakin asked, walking through the halls at Mace's side. "That could've saved some trouble."

"Skywalker, you need to plan things out better. Think about it. If Vader knew that you'd go after him, wouldn't he place some sort of security measure to prevent you from beating him? He's in league with Dooku, there's no doubt about that, so what would be more easy than not allowing them on the Infinity?"

"You've got a point," Anakin admitted. "But why can't we just sneak aboard? I mean, that would be easy, and we would'nt have to worry about being caught."

Mace shook his head. "It wouldn't last very long. UNSC protocols dictate the ship be scanned before departure, and the number of IFF tags matches the amount of passes scanned, or the ship is delayed until its resolved."

"Then we should leave our IFF tags behind."

Once again, Mace disagreed. "No, we'll need my Sergeant tag to gain access into the weapons. That'll risk us being caught, but you're a Jedi, so I'm sure you can mind trick our way outta the situation."

They stood before the reception desk, the one that would clear them for boarding the Infinity. For some reason, Anakin felt more tense than he had since he first arrived in this new world. There was a good chance that the receptionist would recognized them, and it would be all over.

Mace stepped over to a different receptionist that waved him over, and now, Anakin felt even more tense.

"Hi," she said, in a cheery voice. Her tight fitting blue uniform showed off her slim frame. "What can I help you with?"

"Um...I'm getting on the Infinity," Anakin answered. "It's going on that...you know...flight."

"I know," she replied, typing something into her computer. "I'll need to see you're tags and cards."

This was the moment. Anakin slowly took out the stolen identification, and placed it on the desk. The receptionist took the card and swiped it, and then took a glance at the name on the tags, and typed it into her computer.

Several seconds passed. Anakin tried to reach out with the Force and see if he could read her mind or something, but he couldn't concentrate enough. But, eventually, she looked back up with her normal cheery smile.

"Everything checks out, Private Conan," she said, handing the ID back to him. "Enjoy you're flight, and don't get yourself killed."

Gee, what charming advice.

Mace was already waiting for him at the shuttle bay, where the Pelican was waiting to ferry Marines to the warship. "What took you so long?"

"That was long?" Anakin asked. "That was almost two whole minutes."

"It took me less than thirty seconds to get cleared," Mace informed him. "It shouldn't have taken you any more than that."

"Well...forget it. What's the plan?"

Mace shrugged. "We're going to chill out until the Infinity reaches this alleged superweapon, and then we're going to crash Dooku and Vader's party. Jedi style."

Anakin gave a half-hearted smile. "Did you ever reach Obi-Wan?"

"I tried, but he was liberating two other Jedi from an ONI facility, and they set up jammers."

Sighing, Anakin nodded. "He's fine. If I know my old master, he's probably safe and sound, and plus two Jedi right now."

"We can only hope," Mace remined him. "We need all the help we can get."

There was a silence in the bay, and soon more Marines dressed in the casual clothes began to fill up the bay. The first Pelican out took thirty, not including our two heros. The second one came, and Anakin, Mace, and twelve others boarded the ship, and set off into the stars.

The ride lasted roughly thirty minutes, since the Infinity was about a mile out, scanning through the wreakage of the Didact's ship. Anakin had heard about the attack on the news, and then came the propaganda. The UNSC was still claiming that humanity were the giants in the galaxy now, and the defeat of the Forerunner Didact only strenghted the claim.

Anakin was the first off of the Pelican when it touched down in the Infinity's hanger, and a few Privates were waiting with directions to the quarters. "Conan, O'brien, you are in room 203, and you'll report for duty at 1600 hours."

"And just what duty is that?"

The Private jerked his thumb over at a large crate sitting in the corner. "You need to keep an eye on that, make sure that no curious idiot gets in it. Admiral Tyrannus' orders."

"Is he on the ship?"

"Yeah, and he's under strict orders not to be disturbed, so don't even think about going in to get an autograph."

"Well, then, Conan," Mace said, smaking Anakin on the shoulder, "let's get some rest and relaxation before we get to work, shall we?"

* * *

><p><span><strong>Next Time, on From Dark to Light;<strong>

**Anakin and Mace take up their job of guarding the pointless crate in the hanger as the Infinity jumps system. Obi-Wan, also aboard the Infinity, runs into his old friends. Spoiler.**

**Chapter Recap;**

**Galen, Ahsoka, and Kit Fisto all die escaping the clutches of Vader, but Galen manages to kill Vader in the process. Anakin and Mace covertly board the Infinity, and are set for the final battle.**

**Response to Reviews;**

gh0st3: **I guess you feel the same way after exploding a space station filled with Marines and Vader, right? ;)**

edboy4926: **I'm glad you like it, and I plan to continue.**

ThePizzaMan: **I know. I just wanted to give a heads up for those people who are sticklers for accuracy.**

**Okay, we're down to maybe three-four chapters left, depending on how I write the ending. Like I said, it's been awesome, and there may be a sequal upcoming? Anyway, don't forget to review. My goal is fifty by the end of the story. I know reviews aren't everything, but I use them as a milestone.**


	13. Chapter 13

_And it Begins_

**UNSC Infinity  
>Slipstream-Precise Date Unknown<strong>

"This sucks!"

"Thanks for stating the obvious."

Mace shifted his rifle to one hand, and used the other to pinch the bridge of his nose and groaned. He had to deal with Anakin's constant complaints for the past two hours.

They were standing guard over the crate that no one was allowed to touch. "It's true. All we've done is just stand here with nothing to do but watch some Spartan's milling around," Anakin said. "We should be planning for this battle or something."

"We don't even know what we're up against," Mace pointed out. "All you told me was there was Vader, and that he has Padme. Personally, I think you might be getting delusional about Padme."

"Why?"

"She's not Force-Sensitive. There'd be no possible way that she would be able to get another life through the Force," Mace explained. "That would mean that either she found some other way here, or she's not really here at all."

Anakin scoffed. "That's what you think. I met Vader, and he specifically told me that he had Padme with him."

"Did you actually see her?"

"Um...no. But I did sense her presence, if that helps."

"What if Vader was simply manipulating your mind, making you think that you felt her," questioned Mace, casting Anakin a long glance. He knew he was on a sensitive subject, and decided not to pursue it any farther. "On the bright side, we only have another fifteen minutes on our shift before we get the rest of the day off."

Anakin shrugged. "I guess that's good." He sighed. "We're about to reach the point of no return, Master Windu. Once we reach that fleet of Covenant and that super weapon, it's all or nothing we need to stop Vader and Dooku at all costs. We need to get as many people on our side as we can, or we can kiss this victory goodbye."

"I know, Skywalker," the former Jedi replied. "All Dooku has to do is order them against us, and its all over. I can take most of the Marines, but if they send the Spartans to get us...that's game over right there."

"I can't help but wondering," Anakin started, "what if this goes horribly wrong? What then? The galaxy will be ruled by the Sith, and there wouldn't but a handful of people willing to stop them. We need to prevent that."

Mace nodded. "Look, I know Obi-Wan is still out there somewhere, so chances are he'd probably step up to take on the Sith, and I'm sure he'd find someway to get others on his side. After all, he's the Negotiator." Mace looked down at the clock on his HUD. "Thirteen minutes. Then we'll head to our quarters and prepare for this battle."

Anakin nodded. "Great." He turned to the crate, and knocked on it. "The hell is in this, anyway?" he asked, searching for a way to get into the crate.

"We're under strict orders not to look in there," Mace reminded him, grabbing his wrist as Anakin reached for the latches that held it shut. "And we're trying to avoid suspicion."

"Gee, you're no fun. All I wanted was one little peek? What could that hurt?"

Mace rolled his eyes. "We don't want to be recognized. If we opened the crate without clearance, then Lasky would be all over us, and he knows my true identity."

"Whatever."

The latches suddenly flipped open, and the crate lid creaked open. Mace groaned. He forgot that Anakin could use the Force. Great. He released his grasp on the Jedi's wrist, and went to close it. Anakin collapsed to his knees, clutching his stomach.

"Skywalker, are you okay? What's wrong? Seafood a little old?"

Anakin raised a weak finger to the crate. "The...Dark Side..." he muttered. "It's strong...overpowering...in the crate..."

Mace raised and eyebrow, and looked inside of the crate against orders. "There's nothing in there," he said in amazement. "It's empty!"

_But that's not what Anakin saw. When he looked in the crate, he __saw a huge crystal. It was like the ones used to power the lightsabers and the Death Star, only pitch black in color and a dark aura dancing around it. He felt like he was slipping away from his body, lightheaded._

_Shadowy tentacles shot out of the aura, and pulled him into the crystal. _

_Darkness._

Mace saw Anakin's body collapse to the cold metal floor. "Shit," he cursed, as Anakin's body began to spasm sporadically. "Medic! Medic!" He heard the scuffle of boots and confused murmurs as he crouched down next to Anakin. He placed his hand on the Jedi's forehead, checking the temperature. It felt normal.

The medics ran over. "What happened?" one asked, reaching for his supplies. "Was there an accident? Did he pass out? What happened?"

"I don't know," Mace replied, as the medic took out his scanner. "He just fell over and started to spasm." He couldn't tell them about the whole ordeal with the Dark Side. Seriously, who would believe him?

The medic shook his head and sighed as he read the results from the scan. "He's out cold obviously, but we need to get him to the infirmary now. Any longer, and he might not make it."

"What's wrong with him?"

"I don't know. That's what worries me."

* * *

><p><strong>UNSC Infinity<br>Slipstream- +2 hours**

Obi-Wan briskly walked down the corridor. He had easily acquired everything he need to secure passage on the Infinity from some random Marine. After all, the Force had an influence on the weak minded.

He was headed to the infirmary, as that was where the Force was leading him. Where the Force led him, he would follow. The Jedi Master was now on the right level; the minute he set foot on it, he felt a familiar presence.

_Vader? _He thought, _No, it different. It feels lighter, more caring, regretful, guilty, ashamed, lost, confused...it's Anakin. It has to be. It's the feeling of the same person as Vader, but the emotions don't match._

Obi-Wan quickened his pace, and he reached the out offices of the infirmary. Smaller medical stations were there, used for everyday injuries; cuts, scrapes, bruises, the occasional paper cut. Farther down the hall, he saw a figure, sitting on a bench with his Marine helmet in his hands.

Sitting on the adjacent bench, Obi-Wan addressed the figure. "Mace."

Mace Windu looked up, and gave a half-hearted smile before looking back down at his helmet and went back to picking at the name plate there. It read 'Conan.' "Obi-Wan. I know why you're here."

"Anakin?"

"They're working on him. It's weird. He muttered something about the Dark Side, and then went unconscious."

"Vader?"

"What about him?"

"He's dead."

Mace looked back up, his eyes filled with surprised. "Are you serious? How?"

"Galen gave his life to destroy the ONI Station that we were raiding," Obi-Wan explained, with a heavy sigh. "He detonated some nukes after Vader ambushed us with a group of mind-controlled Marines."

Mace shrugged. "What about the other Jedi that you went to rescue? And Luminara and Ki-Adi-Mundi?" he suspected he already knew the answer, but he wanted to hear Obi-Wan say it.

"Dead. They're all dead. Luminara, Mundi, Kit Fisto and Ahsoka. It's not right," Obi-Wan complained. "The Dark Side is stronger than us. Vader shouldn't have been able to control all of those people and still be able to cloud his presence from us at the same time."

"But yet he was able to," Mace said, dropping his helmet to the floor and standing up. "What if he's not Vader? What if it was some other Sith in disguise?"

"That's not possible," Obi-Wan replied. "I felt Vader in there. The real thing, not just some illusion. It was there with an impossible amount of dark energy."

"How much?"

"Impossible. More than Dooku, the Emperor, Darth Maul, and every other Sith I can think of combined and multiplied," the Jedi said. "It's off the charts. Midi-chlorian wise, I guess it would have to be over a million per cell."

Mace let out a low whistle. "Skywalker only has 20,000. Does that make Vader some sort of super-Sith or something?"

"I don't know what it means," Obi-Wan told him. "Right now, I'll be good for a-"

He stopped when the medic exited the room where Anakin was. "Um...are you the one's with that guy?" the medic awkwardly asked.

"Yes," Mace and Obi-Wan replied simultaneously.

"Well, he's apparently in a coma. Don't get alarmed, we've got him stabilized. We've got the tech to wake him up, but it's not working like it should," the medic explained. "That's when you should get worried. He's either going to pull through in a few days, or...well...he won't."

"That's it?" Obi-Wan asked. "You're just giving up?"

"Look," the medic snapped. "I've been dealing with wounded all day. I'm tired. The equipment's screwing up, and I'll look at it after I get some rest. I'll be back working on your friend tomorrow." He sighed, and rubbed his eyes. "Any of you know who Padme is? He mentioned her name a few times unconsciously."

"It's his wife," Obi-Wan answered. Mace simply nodded.

"Well, he said, and I quote 'The stone is the key...Padme is the lock.'." He rolled his eyes. "Probably the incoherent ramblings of his mind. But, maybe it means something important to you all. I have to go now," he said, passing by the Jedi and the Marine.

"Well," Obi-Wan muttered. "That was interesting. 'The stone is the key...' What stone?"

Mace shrugged. "To hell if I know...wait, I think I remember Anakin picking up a stone on Requiem," he said. "I don't know if he kept it, but that might be what he's referring to."

"If he feels that the stone is important, then he might have it on him," Obi-Wan said. "If I know Anakin, he's somewhat of a pack rat."

"Let's take a look then."

**Next Time, on From Dark to Light;**

_All of them had disfigured faces, like those of zombies. Anakin raised his lightsaber in a defensive position, ready to take them all on if he had to. He backed slowly through the ruins of the Jedi Temple, never taking his eyes off of the figures watching. _

"_Where are you going, Skywalker?" asked another figure, standing atop a broken pillar. "The party's only getting started."_

_Anakin looked up at the voice, only to stare into the cold, dead, yellow eyes of Darth Vader. "Why are you here?"_

"_This is my realm," Vader answered. "The realm of your haunting past."_

**Chapter Recap;**

Anakin's mind gets kidnapped by darkness, and Mace and Obi-Wan reunited.

**Response to Reviews.**

Earthpatriot117- I**t will be, perhaps, and yes it did.**

Gh0st3- **Y****ou're welcome. I admit I feel slightly the same.**

Edboy4926-** Thank you.**

Roger509** – The call is totally up to you. I understand that some people won't like everything I write.**

**Sorry for the long delay. Christmas and New Years got in the way.**


	14. Chapter 14

_The Storm before the Calm_

**?  
>?<strong>

_Anakin looked around at the depressing setting. He never remembered waking up, nor could he remember passing out. It had seemed as if he were in the Infinity one moment, and then here the next. Of course, that brought up the next question._

_Where was here?_

_It was a desert. That much was obvious. Sand pelted flew through the air, propelled by a cool wind. The grains seemed to pass right through him._

"_Wait a minute..." he said aloud, noting that he seemed to be alone. "I know where I am. This has to be Tatoonie." And then he remembered the bad part of it. He began walking, heading up the nearest sand dune. Sure enough, his fears were confirmed._

_A Tusken Raider camp sat in burning ruins, the inhabitants laying slaughtered in the sand. As far as he could remember, this was Anakin's first act that set his turn to the dark side in motion. The loss of his mother, the need for revenge, and swearing to protect Padme._

_He sighed, fighting off all of the haunting memories that were attacking his thoughts. At the time, revenge had been sweet, but it was the first step toward the Dark Side. _

_The sandstorm became larger in its power, as if it was throwing the whole desert at Anakin. But the sand harmlessly passed through his body. _

_Anakin noticed that there was still one hut standing, with the tent flap wide open. Flashes of light emitted from within the inside of the tent. He began carefully towards it, and slowly entered it..._

_...and stepped out on the capital ship of the Separatist leader General Grievous, the Invisible Hand. He stood in the observation deck, where the headless and handless corpse of Dooku lay on the cold hard ground. This was his next step to the Dark Side. He had listened to the Chancellor, and executed the Sith._

"_Why?" he asked aloud, hearing his distorted voice echo in the room. "Why did I listen to him?" Anakin released a regretful sigh, and looked for another door out. Deep down, he feared what he might find behind it, but he knew that he had to go through it if he wanted any chance of escape from this nightmare._

_Thoughts swirled around in his head, trying to figure out what hellish memory he would be forced to face next. The door that he and Obi-Wan had entered through all those years ago was the only door in the room. He had remembered others, but those were gone, faded into the gray walls._

_He took a shaky step toward the door, his pulse elevating at the mere thought of the uncertainty that this door held. Anakin forced himself to the door, but his hand wavered over the open button._

"_Don't be a coward, Skywalker," said a disembodied voice, echoing throughout the chamber. The Jedi tensed at the sound of it. He knew it to be his own voice...so that meant Vader?_

_He mashed the button, and stepped through._

* * *

><p><strong>UNSC Infinity Infirmary 23-B<br>October 30th, 2557 3:32pm**

"So, that's it?"

Obi-Wan shrugged. "It has to be. What else would it be?"

The UNSC Infinity had dropped out of slipspace mere minutes ago, and was waiting near the superweapon. The weapon was ringed shaped, much like a Halo, only smaller. The architecture was Forerunner, with patches of slapdash human and Covenant construction.

"Doesn't look like much," Mace remarked. "What's it supposed to be? The Sith's giant hula-hoop?"

Obi-Wan didn't reply. The more he stared at the weapon, the more uncomfortable he became. There was this strange feeling about it... "Do you feel that?" he asked Mace.

The former Jedi shook his head. "No, I don't really pick up on feelings, senses, emotions or whatever. I left the Order when I first arrived here, and I haven't needed it since." He tilted his head. "Well, sometimes I still pick up faint feelings, but nothing important."

"It's the Dark Side," Obi-Wan realized. "The Dark Side powers the weapon."

"It always comes back to the Dark Side, doesn't?" Mace sighed. "Can't we ever come to something peaceful? Like ponies or unicorns or something like that?"

Obi-Wan turned to him, and half-amused smile on his face. "God, Mace. You really have left the Order. No self-respecting Jedi would be caught dead saying something like that."

Mace shrugged. "Well, whatever." He held up the stone in his hand, looking down at his reflection in the polished white surface. "We have this stone, and that's it. Things look a little bleak."

"Padme," Obi-Wan said, "we need to get this 'key' to her, since she is the 'lock,' whatever that means."

"She shouldn't even be here," Mace said, tossing the rock to Obi-Wan, who managed to snatch it out of mid-air with Jedi reflexes. "She wasn't a Jedi. It wouldn't add up."

"The Force sometimes defies basic understanding," Obi-Wan told him, packing the stone into his pocket. "It can work differently in different worlds, I presume. Perhaps Padme found an alternate way though."

Mace remained silent, letting the topic drop. "So, what do you think it's for?" he asked instead, nodding to the ring the distance. "It's not a Halo, that much I know."

"It could be anything," Obi-Wan replied. "The base for a new Death Star or maybe even a microwave."

"Thanks. That's helpful."

* * *

><p><strong>Rebellion Fleet in orbit of Sullust<strong>

**October 30th, 2557 (UNSC Calendar)**

Admiral Akbar stared out the viewscreen. "What are they doing? They're just sitting there."

An Imperial fleet sat off in the distance, making no move to attack the incoming Rebels. "They're most likely waiting for something," replied Mon Mothma's hologram, staring at the ships.

The Imperial fleet consisted of hundreds, if not thousands of Star Destroyers and easily twenty or thirty Super Star Destroyers. It was the largest fleet in the known history of the galaxy. The Alliance had first detected the fleet months ago, but was unable to send in recon due to some skirmishes with the last remaining Imperial supporters.

"But what are they waiting for?" Akbar asked. "There's nothing out here."

Mon Mothma sighed, lightyears away on Coruscant. "I don't know. But there is one thing that we can't deny, and that is that whatever it is they're waiting for, it's going to have to be important for them to have waited this long."

Akbar nodded. "Agreed. How long before we'll get the reinforcements?"

"Another couple of days, at the most. I've had to reroute several ships from peace talks on countless planets. The Imperials will still out number you."

Akbar nodded. He stared back out at the Imperials. Their fleet was large enough to conquer every planet that the Alliance had pried from the cold dead hands of the Emperor. Why hadn't they attacked anything yet?

* * *

><p><strong>?<br>?**

_Anakin found himself in the place of his greatest betrayal. The Jedi Temple. It looked as it had on that one fateful day, with wrecked pillars, piles of burning rubble, and bodies everywhere. _

_He didn't like the looks of this, and his hand wandered to his hip, where he was surprised to find that the hilt of his lightsaber was still there. Anakin pulled it out, feeling a sense of security with the weapon in his hand. That's when things got scary._

_The bodies suddenly began moving, slowly pushing themselves off the ground and moaning in a dead anger. Each one of them had a lightsaber in his or her hand, and the Temple was soon filled with the sound of blades igniting._

_The last blade was Anakin's. He began backing away from them, his blade in front of him ready to protect him. They moved fast for dead._

_All of them had disfigured faces, like those of zombies. Anakin raised his lightsaber in a defensive position, ready to take them all on if he had to. He backed slowly through the ruins of the Jedi Temple, never taking his eyes off of the figures following him._

"_Where are you going, Skywalker?" asked another figure, standing atop a broken pillar. "The party's only getting started."_

_Anakin looked up at the voice, only to stare into the cold, dead, yellow eyes of Darth Vader. "Why are you here?"_

"_This is my realm," Vader answered. "The realm of your haunting past."_

"_If you want me dead, Vader, then do it right here right now yourself. Don't let these things do it for you."_

_Vader chuckled. "That, I can not do. While I am able to kill you, it will only kill myself instead. I am in your head, you know."_

_Anakin contemplated what the Sith had said. And he did have a point. "And then suppose I kill you? If you're in my head, it won't affect me."_

"_You can't kill me. You can't kill the one thing that gave you the power to do all that you did." The zombie Jedi were now stopped, mindlessly watching the conversation. "And I'm here to remind you of what you shall become again."_

_A black hole suddenly erupted in the scene, sucking Vader and Anakin into it. Anakin found himself flying through his past as Darth Vader. He saw everything. The Jedi he'd hunted down. His secret apprentice, the Death Star destroying Alderaan, cutting off Luke's hand..._

_IT went on and on, playing out of order from there. Each scene made Vader laughed manically, and Anakin want to vomit. He'd lived through this hell before, and he'd never been proud of it since. Suddenly, Vader feel silent, as if listening to a sound. "Even here, she meddles with my affairs..."_

_A speck of white light, brighter than anything he'd seen before. Despite the fact that he had no real body, his eyes burned and he had to squeeze them shut. "...Chosen One," called a long forgotten voice. Anakin realized that it was that of the one who claimed to be the Force. "Listen to me."_

"_I'm listening."_

"_I'm here to free you. To get you back to the realm of reality."_

_Vader cursed. "Like hell you will, bitch!" He lashed out at the light, unleashing a viscous wave of blue lightning from his hands. The light absorbed it, and then grew even brighter._

"_Skywalker, there's something that you must know."_

"_What?"_

"_Obi-Wan has claimed that Vader was killed. It is not so."_

"_Um...how?"_

"_Arrogant fool!" shouted Vader. "How dare you not recognize who I am! What I am capable of!" His body was now encased in a shadow aura, with flashes of red. His eyes were yellow._

"_Do not listen to him," the Force went on. "He is but the fool. I am predominate in your mind, thus giving him no power over you." There was a pause, and Vader screamed out obscenities. "Listen now, for I will tell you how to win the battle that looms ahead."_

_Anakin listened, and nodded once she finished. "Okay...if that's what it'll take, then I'll have to do it."_

"_Good, then I will now return you to consciousness."_

_Anakin suddenly felt more. His heartbeat, breath leaving his body with every labor of the lung, and the cold air in the room. Vader said one last thing to Anakin before the Jedi..._

_..._before the Jedi shot up in his bed, covered in sweat. He saw that Mace and Obi-Wan were standing in his room, looking at him with a great deal of surprise. It didn't even register that he hadn't seen his master in years. Vader's words echoed in his mind.

"_That bitch you were talking to, she has no sense at all. You should join me. Join me, and I'll allow you to have your wife back, and for the two of to live forever in peace."_

And in those simple words, Anakin realized something.

Vader wasn't a master of the Dark Side.

Vader _was _the Dark Side.

* * *

><p><span><strong>On the Finale of From Dark to Light; <strong>

"Anakin." Obi-Wan looked at Anakin as the Jedi put on his ODST helmet, and headed to the airlock. "May the Force be with you."

Anakin paused. "You know, it's the first time I've heard that in a long time," he admitted, turning back to his Master. "Look, there's something I should tell you."

"What?"

"The chances of me coming back from this are very, very slim."

* * *

><p>Mace groaned. He hated this prison cell. The battle was progressing outside the Infinity, and he felt every vibration from every laser blast. He had no clue where Anakin was. He had no clue where Obi-Wan was. All he knew was that Dooku knew that they were here. He was the only shot to take out the Sith.<p>

On a table on the opposite side of the room, Mace's items were spread out. His ammo clips, his pistol, his grenade, a few performance enhancing drugs, and his one piece of memorabilia. He sighed. It was out of reach, and his Jedi powers were long gone.

Weren't they?

Slowly, he reached toward the object, closing his eyes and focusing...

**Chapter Recap; **

Everything is set up for the final battle, and Anakin knows how to win.

**Response to Reviews;**

Roger509: I think I PM'd you earlier. I hoped I cleared that up.

**Guest: **That's a fairly decent thought, but I really can't explain the real reason as of yet. It'll be told in the next chapter.

Gh0st3: Well, I've actually been planning a Halo/Fallout story, and then I might do a sequel to this story. Most likely though, I'll keep going with the other stories I have to clear up some of my messes.

**Well, the end is near. But, I'm not sure when I'll actually be able to finish the chapter. So it might be a few weeks before we see the end. Or it could be tomorrow, if I suddenly get some inspiration.**


	15. Chapter 15

**Here's the word, Chapter 15 is broken down into 3 smaller parts, and then there's two ending chapters.**

_End Game—Part 1_

Preparations

**UNSC Infinity**

**October 30th, 2557**

Count Dooku stood in the observation deck, watching the scene. Covenant ships were holding their ground in the distance, but it was obvious that they were planning an attack soon. The Gate itself looked awkward, a mix of human Covenant, and Forerunner in design.

The Sith gave the weapon a fond smile. He'd started decades ago, when he was among the top leaders of the Insurrection. Then the Covenant showed up and took it over. Not his Dooku's Sith powers had been able to drive them back.

It was clear that the Covenant had captured several of the scientists working on it, and forced them to adapt it for Covenant use. That hadn't gone well. Vader had suddenly appeared on the scene, and with his powers had easily manipulated the Covenant, and continued the construction.

Dooku glanced at his wrist computer, checking the time. "Send the package to the control room," he ordered, over the comms. "And green light to engage. All weapons free."

"Copy."

The rest of the UNSC ships, Helcyons, frigates, Marathons, all began mobilizing against the Covenant fleet. Broadswords and Longswords flew from the hangers, preparing to engage the Seraphs.

Dooku chuckled to himself. How hard they fight, but yet, soon they will fall to superiority.

He saw the Pelican leaving the hanger, flanked by two Longswords. The Pelican was carrying the Cor Tenebrae to its new location, as the power supply to the Gate.

He gave a content smile. Nothing could stop him now. But there was one other thing for him to take care of. "Lieutenant, bring me Walker and Winders, and that other one with them. Use all force necessary."

"Yes sir."

* * *

><p>"Are you alright, Anakin?" Obi-Wan asked, walking over to his friend. "You've been out for a while."<p>

Anakin shook his head, trying to clear the blur in his vision. He stood up, but staggered a few times. "I'm...I'm fine," he replied, placing a hand on his head. Anakin blinked, and finally his vision was clear. He looked at Obi-Wan. "I wish this reunion could've taken place under better circumstances."

"Agreed," Obi-Wan said. "We'll celebrate, or something, once this whole thing is over." He gestured to the window. "There's the so acclaimed superweapon. We have no clue what it is."

Mace nodded. "I think it might be a giant hula-hoop, or some cheap ripoff of a Halo."

Anakin stared out the window, taking in the sight. There was the ring thing, with several UNSC ships and Covenant ships going at it. He tapped on the glass, indicating the ring. "I need to get to that. That's the only way to stop this."

"What? How?"

"I can't explain it, but the two of you will need to gain control of the Infinity."

Obi-Wan and Mace shot each other a look. "That's nearly impossible, even for a Jedi. Most of the troops are under Dooku's command. Even though we can take out several of them, there's a low chance we'll live. The weakness to any great soldier is numbers."

Anakin sighed. "Look, we don't really have the time for this, so you need to think of something. If you can't take it over, then get it out of here. If you don't, this whole ship is going to get destroyed."

"What?" Mace asked. "Covenant Cruisers aren't going to destroy this thing. They might have the advantage in numbers, but the Infinity's got the better weapons."

"I'm not talking about the aliens," Anakin said. "Just trust me. Perhaps you should try to find some Spartans whose minds aren't corrupted by the Dark Side. Their augmentations might've been able to block most of that influence."

"No," Obi-Wan said. "I've seen some Spartans corrupted before. They're just like the others. Any more ideas."

"No," Anakin answered truthfully. "But it's the best shot we have. You'll have to think of something or Dooku gains control of a whole new Empire." The other two looked at him. "There's an entire Imperial fleet waiting off of Sullust. When that portal opens, they're going to come right here. It's the largest fleet know to history."

Obi-Wan looked over at Mace, and then to the window. He folded his arms and sighed. "Alright, Mace and I will play our part...How big is the fleet?"

"It's massive, over three hundred ships. Fifty Super Star Destroyers."

"Are you sure?"

"I was the one who ordered the construction, when I was Vader," Anakin replied, with a hint of regret in his tense voice. "I over saw the shipyards various times."

"What's the plan?"

Anakin smiled for the first time in a while. "That's the fun part," he said, heading for the door. "Come on."

"Okay, that's plain stupid," Mace commented, as Anakin began putting the ODST armor on. "You're going to jump out of the ship, in the middle of a massive battle, and expect to make it to that ring without getting hit?"

"That's the plan," Anakin said, checking the Jet Pack on his back. "Once there, I can use the focusing crystal that they're using to power the ring to cause a cataclysmic explosion."

"How can a shiny clear rock blow a space ring?" Mace asked, skeptically.

"You've heard the legend of the Kaiburr crystal, right?" Anakin asked. Mace nodded. "The Kaiburr could bolster one's power with the Force. That's what this crystal, the Cor Tenebrae, can do."

"Cor Tenebrae?" Obi-Wan asked. "That's 'Heart of Darkness' in Latin, you know."

"I know." Anakin saw the concern in Obi-Wan's eyes. He hated that look, it made him feel guilty for what he was about to do to the crystal. He simply told them that he was going to use it. He never told them how he was going to use it. Then Obi-Wan would definitely not approve. Might as well get this over with as soon as possible...

"The stone, where is it?" Anakin asked.

Obi-Wan pulled it out of his pocket, and handed it to Anakin. "Here. You'll need it more than we will."

Anakin nodded, and turned away as he tucked the stone in one of his pouches.

"Anakin." Obi-Wan looked at Anakin as the Jedi put on his ODST helmet, and headed to the airlock. "May the Force be with you."

Anakin paused. "You know, it's the first time I've heard that in a long time," he admitted, turning back to his Master. "Look, there's something I should tell you."

"What?"

"The chances of me coming back from this are very, very slim." Anakin stepped into the airlock, and the door closed behind him. There was a hiss of air as it depressurized, and the second door opened. He was out among the stars...
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**Just one thing. I'd like to let everyone know that the Master Chief is not going to make an appearance until the very last chapter. He was never going to be a main character to start with.**

_End Game – Part 2 _

Showdown

**UNSC Infinity**

**October 30th, 2557**

Obi-Wan wordlessly walked through the hallways, his hand wrapped around his lightsaber on his UNSC flight jumpsuit. Mace Windu followed behind him. Each of them had a lot on their mind. They were about to face off against Dooku.

Back in their Jedi days, both of them had fought Dooku before. They knew that he was hard to beat, and always seemed to have the upper hand. Anakin had been the one to kill him before, but he was now off, facing his own destiny.

Obi-Wan suddenly felt several presences surrounding the two of them. "Stop," he ordered to Mace. "Drop your weapons."

"What? Why?"

"We're surrendering."

As he spoke, Marines came out of their hiding places weapons raised. "Hands up, no sudden movements," ordered one of them.

Mace cursed as he dropped his BR85 to the ground, and raised his hands. Obi-Wan quietly obeyed. "Admiral Tyrannus wants a word with you," said the lead Marine, shoulding her rifle and and grabbing Obi-Wan's hands and pinning them behind his back. She slapped on a pair of handcuffs and pushed him forward.

"Take the other to the holding cells," she then ordered, to the Marines that had handcuffed Mace. "Make sure he can't escape."

"Yes ma'am," the both saluted, and dragged a cursing, but obedient Mace off.

The observation deck was barren, save for one figure in a gray uniform. Obi-Wan shoved to the floor by the Marines, where he struggled to stand up, only to be hit the back with the butt of a rifle.

"Lord Tyrannus, we've brought the one you were looking for," said the Marine.

"I know. Now leave us," Dooku ordered.

"But sir..."

"Go."

The Marines shot each other strange looks, but nonetheless left the two alone in the room.

Obi-Wan stood up. "Count Dooku. Fancy meeting you here."

Dooku turned to him and smiled. "Ha, indeed. Although, I must tell you that it's Fleet Admiral now instead of Count."

Obi-Wan scoffed. "I guess being a count just isn't good enough anymore."

Dooku chuckled. "No. Not really. Fleet Master doesn't cut it either. Soon, so very soon, I will be the emperor of the New Empire. The UNSC will not be able to oppose the Empire, nor the Covenant, and the Sith will once again rule the galaxy."

"That's why I'm here," Obi-Wan told him. "Someone's got to put a dent in your plans." He really didn't want to face Dooku again. Both times that he had faced the Sith, he had ended up being the first to get wounded or knocked out.

"We shall see." With a simple motion of his hand, Dooku removed the handcuffs from Obi-Wan's hands. His other hand grabbed the curved hilt of his lightsaber off his belt.

Obi-Wan had his hand on his own lightsaber before the cuffs hit the ground. He ignited the blue beam, and held the blade in front of him defensively.

A wicked smile was plastered to the Sith's face. "Try as you will to stop me, but you are too late." He gestured out the observation window to the ring. "The Gate has received its power source, and it's in the final stages of its activation.

There was something going on outside the ring. All of the fighting had ceased, and a large shadow aura now burned around the ring. Suddenly, it was as if a black hole had opened in the ring. A large, swirling energy had appeared in the middle of the ring.

Obi-Wan rarely made the first move in any of his duels. He felt it was best to let his opponent strike first so he could counter and catch any first mistakes. But...this was not one of those times. Time was of the essence.

He swung at Dooku with more malice than he had ever had towards anyone before. The Sith Lord activated his blade and brought it up in time to block Obi-Wan's attack. "Surely, you can do better than that," he taunted, raising his free hand.

Red flags went up in Obi-Wan's head. Before he could react, he found himself on the receiving end of a blast of blue lightning. He was pushed by with a Force Push by Dooku, and twitched on the ground. Several thousand volts had just been sent through his body. He was on the verge of passing out from the pain, but he fought with his pain.

Gritting his teeth and surpressing his agony, Obi-Wan struggled to his feet. His uniform was singed, with wisps of smoke rising from the folds. He brought his lightsaber up again, ready to continue.

And that is one of the reasons that he never attacked first anymore.

Dooku laughed menacingly as he approached the battered Jedi.

Obi-Wan knew that he wasn't going to be able to face Dooku alone. Both times he had face Dooku, he'd had Anakin by his side, and both times he was the first one out of the fight.

Dooku swung out, and Obi-Wan blocked it. They traded slashed, stabs, and blocks for several long minutes, before Obi-Wan found himself on the floor again.

"Take a look, Kenobi," Dooku said, looking out the window. "The age of the New Empire has begun!"

Obi-Wan went pale as he saw the re-ignited battle. Covenant ships were hopelessly engaged in combat with an Imperial Star Destroyer.

Suddenly a new voice rang out in the observation deck. "Hey, who started the party without me?"

**UNSC Infinity Prisoner Cells**

**10 minutes before...**

Mace groaned. He hated this prison cell. The battle was progressing outside the Infinity, and he felt every vibration from every laser blast. He had no clue where Anakin was. He had no clue where Obi-Wan was. All he knew was that Dooku knew that they were here. He was the only shot to take out the Sith.

On a table on the opposite side of the room, Mace's items were spread out. His ammo clips, his pistol, his grenade, a few performance enhancing drugs, and his one piece of memorabilia. He sighed. It was out of reach, blocked by an outdated row of bars, and his Jedi powers were long gone.

Weren't they?

Slowly, he reached toward the object, closing his eyes and focusing... and then leaning against the bars with sweat rolling down his head.

The weapon didn't move.

With a sigh, he reached out, focusing even more on his long forgotten trainings. The weapon moved ever so slightly.

He felt that sliver of hope. That one spot of light in the sea of darkness. Mace intensified his focus, reaching out to the Force with every last midi-chlorian in his body. The weapon was pulled off the table, hit the ground and rolled several inches toward Mace. But it was still far out of his reach.

He took a deep breath, cleared his mind, and gave it another go. He was surprised when the weapon suddenly lept up into the air and flew into his hand. Mace smiled, and mashed down on the button.

The purple blade ignited, flicking slightly with age. The color had faded over the years, now making it boarder lining a pink color. He brought the weapon back, and slashed out at the bars preventing his escape.

Now, Mace stood in the observation deck with his lightsaber tight in his hand. He felt the Force flowing through him as it had decades ago. He felt new. Fresh. He was ready to take out Dooku and finish this fight.

"What shall we do now?" Mace asked, staring at Dooku. He took in every breath, every blink, every last movement of the Sith Lord. "I guess this is where it ends?"

"Hardly, Master Windu," Dooku replied, arrogant smile on his face. "You forget that you've been out of practice for several years now. Do you honestly think that you can take me down alone?" He eyed Obi-Wan. "Even the two of you cannot surpass the power I've gained in the years that I've been here."

"Maybe not," Mace said. "But we don't have to win against you. All that matters is that this whole plan results in a massive failure. Even if we die, you'll fail. So why don't you just give up now, and save us the trouble of having to endure a long, grueling duel?"

Dooku chuckled. "You underestimate the full power of my Master. Though I may perish, you would not be able to defeat him, even if you were teamed up with Skywalker. Vader is not the Vader you know. This time, he is far more powerful than imaginable. He truly is the-"

"Hey, Sith," Mace interrupted. "Shut up and let's fight."

"If that is what you wish." Dooku raised his hands and unleashed another wave of Sith Lightning. It arced into two separate waves, each aimed at one of the Jedi.

Mace brought his lightsaber up, effectively catching the lightning. It crackled and sizzled as the laser blade endured it, dispersing it. Obi-Wan managed to bring up his weapon to block it, in spite of his battered and tired state of body.

"Oh yeah, this brings back some memories," Mace muttered, as the lightning faded. He took up defensive stance and waited for Dooku to make his move. "Perhaps we should-"

Mace Windu never finished the sentence. It was unlikely that he ever would. At the time he spoke, a wave of pure invisible energy rushed through the observation deck, smashing the windows, shorting the computers, and the Jedi and Sith found themselves torn apart right down to their very atoms, and lost in the vacuum of space, like sand into tornado...
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_End Game _

From Light to Dark

Anakin let out a tense breath, as he flew closer and closer to the portal. It all came down to this one last act of bravery. There was only one way to destroy the crystal, and that was through a process that Obi-Wan would not approve of. And he wouldn't like the end result as well.

An Imperial Star Destroyer waited just below the ring, not making a single move unlike the others. That was to be Anakin's first destination. He felt two the presence of two individuals waiting for him on the exterior. One of an overwhelming darkness, the other of a dying light.

Grabbing the hilt of his lightsaber, Anakin began to calm his mind and focused on the coming battle. He couldn't afford to mess up. Even though he was facing off against the Dark Side in a human form, there was still a small sliver of hope.

His feet hit the hull of the Star Destroyer, and he turned to the two figures waiting for him near the bridge. The ODSTs armor had magnetic boots that could be toggled, and they held him to the metal ship as he began walking.

He walked in silence, mentally reviewing the plan. Of course, the vacuum simply wiped out any sound, so it was only natural that he was silent. Anakin didn't have to actually beat Vader, all he had to do was distract him long enough to deliver that white stone to Padme.

As he drew nearer to the figures, he was able to make out more distinct details of them. The black cape floating aimlessly in space, tethered to Vader. The dark armor worn by Vader. The smaller figure in white sat on her knees, completely exposed to the void of space. The fact that Padme wasn't dead only confirmed what the Force had told him.

"We've been waiting for you, Skywalker," Vader snarled, his arms folded in an impatient pose. He had chosen to go with the classic Darth Vader look, the black armor and the mechanic rasp as opposed to the human form. "You try so hard to win, but yet," he guestured around at the dozens of Imperial starships engaging the Covenant and UNSC. They were winning by a long shot. While the UNSC and Covenant might have had it over them in tech, the Empire had the numbers.

"It's not over until it's over," Anakin replied. Padme was staring at him intently, watching him. Observing him. Her hair was freely moving in the lack of gravity, while she remained silent and waiting. "And we don't intend on losing."

Vader chuckled. "Don't you see? There's no hope. It'll all be over when the Super Star Destroyers arrive. They'll wipe out the UNSC, establish a new Empire, and I will be the ruler of the galaxy once again. All I have to do is eliminate you."

Anakin was holding his lightsaber limply in one hand. He activated the blue blade. "Then do it."

"I'm actually going to give you a fair chance, Skywalker," Vader said. "It would be too easy to simply wipe you out." He ingited his own blood red blade and started walking forward. "This is the end of you, Jedi."

Time for his ace. "You can't kill me, Vader. You're welcome to try."

"Such and attidude will only get you killed," Vader retorted, drawing closer. He slowed his pace. What was this he was feeling. A sickness at his stomach, and sense of uneasiness, and sudden weakness. "What...what is this?"

Anakin reached into his pocket, and pulled out the small white stone. "It's only this, Vader. Nothing more than a mere rock."

"Thats...that's the..."

"Correct. Much like how the crystal amplifies the power of the Dark Side, this little stone amplifies the power of the Light Side." Anakin smirked as he saw the entity crippled, clutching his chest as he fell to his knees. "You're the Dark Side, and thus need to stay far away from the Light Side to prevent an imbalance."

Vader growled in animalistic rage. "You're...You're foolish to believe that!" he shouted. But it was an empty threat. Vader was still breathing heavily, and still fallen to his knees.

"It's over."

Vader laughed and shook his head, slowly crawling back from Anakin. "No. It's not over until it's over." He pushed himself up and looked around at the battle ensuing. The Infinity was in better condition than any other ship, and it was burning up in flames that would die only when the oxygen from that area ran out. "I adivse that you watch what you do carefully, to avoid a fatal mistake." And with that, Vader disappeared in a flash of darkness.

"Well, that was easy," Anakin commented, turning to Padme. "I assume that you're ready."

She nodded. "Come, Skywalker, we do not have much time if we're to defeat Vader."

"Where did he go?"

"The Dark Side is a coward, scared of losing what power it holds. Currently, he is making passage to another realm, to simply continue his plans there," Padme explained, standing up and turning to the portal. "We must hurry. Are you ready, Skywalker?"

Anakin took a deep breath. Personally, he wanted Padme instead of the Light Side that held her form. "I guess. Are you sure that this will work?"

"Positive." She held her hand out to him, and Anakin took it. "Let's go."

Anakin took aim at the portal, and activated his jet pack. And he and the Light Side entered the portal.

It was a wormhole of confusion. Time and Space were distorted, Light and sound had no meaning here. There was a vasting twisting of green and black, and the Cor Tenebrae, the Heart of Darkness sat in the middle of it all.

"There is no turning back once you start what you begin," the Light Side warned. "Only once you've done what you need to can I take over and end it all."

"I understand."

They approched the slowly rotating crystal, and Anakin was beginning to have seconds thoughts. He didn't want to go through with this, but it was either him or the whole galaxy. Unlike the first time, he had the Light Side to protect him from the power of the crystal.

"Do what you need to do, Skywalker."

Anakin reached out, and slowly placed both hands on the crystal.

"Good. Now draw the Darkness from it."

Anakin focused, and suddenly felt his body changing. He felt emotions, rage, hate, fear, loss, all of them as intense as they had been when he was the Sith. He grunted in pain as evil thoughts filled his head, but he remained concentrated.

The Light Side watched on in silence as Anakin absorbed the Darkness. His body was covered in that same shadow aura that had been the favorite of the Dark Side. Anakin suddenly screamed in pain as the Darkness continued to take his body. The smell of burning flesh could be smelled, if one could smell in a void. The shadows snaked around him, forming black armor and mechanical limbs as it went.

For a few short seconds, Anakin was going to return to the Dark Side.

The last of the Darkness was gone from the crystal. Anakin fell backward, floating through the void clad in his Darth Vader armor. He was no longer the Jedi that had set out on this mission, but the one that he set out to stop.

His body vanished in a flash of darkness.

"Congrats, Skywalker," the Light Side whispered, now alone in the void. "You won." She placed her hands on the crystal and filled it with light...
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_Epilogue_

Report

**UNSC Infinity Combat Report  
>From: Captain Thomas Lasky<strong>

**To: Fleet Admiral Terrance Hood**

Admiral Hood,

First off, I wish to congratulate you on your reinstatement as Fleet Admiral. To be honest, I never really liked that other guy anyway. It's because of him that the Infinity will be spending the next eight months in the dry-docks, receiving repairs.

As you ordered, the following is a basic breakdown of the events that transpired during this battle for the super weapon.

The Infinity arrived under the command of Fleet Admiral Tyrannus, and instantly engaged the Covenant forces surrounding the ring. The Infinity aided by the smaller fleet with it were able to destroy several Covenant ships in a matter of minutes.

Admiral Tyrannus then ordered a small Spartan squad, led by Spartan Commander Sarah Palmer, to deliver a tier-one package to the ring, or as he referred to it, the Gate. The Spartans then used the crystal to power up the weapon, which in effect turned out to be a portal of some sort.

Alien ships of unknown identification emerged through the portal, with laser weapons blazing. While the Infinity was able to destroy three of these said ships before their numbers were too great, the Covenant seemed to be getting a little antsy, and prepared to jump system. It was around this time that Roland recorded on the observation deck cameras what appeared to be Fleet Admiral Tyrannus fighting against an unknown crew member, each with laser swords. A marine joined the fight minutes later on the side of the unnamed crew member. The file is attached at the bottom.

It was then that it happened. We picked up an ODSTs suit signal approaching the Gate, and failed to contact him. His vitals indicated that he was alive and conscious. The signal was tracked, and was on the outside of one of the alien ships before it went into the portal. Once again, the file of this is at the bottom.

Minutes later, the Gate erupted in a flash of white light, and a wave of energy swept out, disintegrating the ships as it went. There is no trace of them, other than the damage that they caused. Tyrannus and the two crew members were disintegrated as well.

After this display, the Covenant retreated. Our ships fell back as well, heading home in order to receive the repairs needed. Do note, Admiral, that the Cole Protocol was not enacted since the Covenant had vacated the scene.

The eggheads were completely unhappy, as there is no trace of the ships or the Gate now. They've been complaining that it could've held a vast potential for Humanity, and would've been a great step forward.

However, I am holding the one remaining thing from the whole engagement. It's a strange transmission, from something called the "New Republic." Originally, there had been an estimated six million messages, each the same but in different languages. However, the communication was interrupted by the destruction of the Gate. What is still left came in thirty-six different languages. Roland broke them down based on language analysis.

23: Unknown  
>7: Vastly similar to the Forerunner languages.<br>5: Seem to have similarity to several human languages: Spanish, Hungarian, French, two Japanese.

1: Clear English.

The complete transmission is attached to the bottom, along with the other files. To be breif, it stated that whoever they are are currently attempting to reopen the portal, and they claim that should they succeed, they wish to remain peaceful.

I regret not being able to meet with you face to face, but I have my duties to my ship. I have to oversee the repairs to the Infinity, and possibly consider some new technology on it.

From,

UNSC Captain Thomas Lasky

Attached Files;

-ObservationDeckCamera2/Recording233  
>-ODST Movement<br>-Transmission 1313

Darkness.

Nothing.

Death.

Silence.

Emptyness.

Anakin Skywalker felt all of these things. His conscience was trapped in the netherworld of the Force, and fading slowly away. Within an hour, he would be completely gone.

His mind wandered back to his last minutes alive, as his body was taken over by the Dark Side, only to be obliterated by the Light Side correcting the imbalance. That was part of the reason he had hesistated. Everything was gone that shouldn't have been there. The Imperial Fleet, Obi-Wan, Mace Windu, Dooku, and that poor Force-Sensitve cow.

As the Dark Side had taken a physical form, the Light Side had taken the form of Padme. But, Vader had the upper hand when they first faced off, and he was able to drain her powers and place them inside a stone, which he stashed far away on Requiem. That's why Padme needed the stone. To restore the Light Side with her powers.

"Anakin Skywalker," said a voice, sounding off from nowhere. It was deep and had an echoing effect. Whether it was male of female was undeterminable. "You are the one resonsible for once again bringing balance, am I correct?"

"Um...I think so. Why?"

"Because, I'm here to offer you a reward, should you accept."

"But...what about Obi-Wan? And Mace? I didn't do this alone you know."

"Indeed you didn't, but they are beyond helping now," the voice told him, making his spirits instantly sink. "The Gate was powered by the Dark Side, and when the imbalance corrected, they were wiped from existence. Nothing, and I mean nothing, can ever bring them back again."

Two of his best friends, gone like that. Anakin sighed. "What's this reward that you're offering?" At the time, it didn't sound like something that he would say after he lost two compatriots, but he had given up all hope at this point.

"The chance to take it all back," the voice replied.

That caught Anakin off guard. He wasn't talking about the chance to fix all of this before it happened, was he? The chance to go back in time to that fateful day in the Senate building, and alter the rest of his life for the better? "You mean..."

"Yes, that's what I mean, Skywalker," the voice told him. "You and Padme can live together and grow old together, sharing your lives with each other. That is, unless you intend to remain a Jedi."

That was something he had considered in the past. He remembered the decision that he had told himself that he should've made thousands of times. "But," he asked, "if I get this chance, then won't Obi-Wan and Mace be back? They were there during that time period." It was a long shot, his gut instinct told him. But, it was worth the attempt.

"I'm afraid not." The voice had no sympathy in it. "As I told you, they are gone. Nothing. In their places will stand two other Jedi." It paused. "DO you accept?"

Anakin thought it over in his head. It didn't really seem fair to him. He was the one that had screwed all of this up, it was his fault that all of this happened. If he hadn't turned to the Dark Side, then the Emperor would've died in the Senate on that day, and the Empire would've never formed, thus the plans for the Gate would never have exsisted.

But in spite of all of that, he was getting the new chance at life, and not Obi-Wan and Mace Windu? He hardly called that fair.

The idea of getting another chance sounded so appealing, since he got to spend it with his long lost wife. But there would always be that feeling of guilt down in him over the choice. "If I don't take it, can you hand it out to someone else?" he asked, crazy idea forming in his mind.

"I know exactly what you are thinking," the voice said. "First off, it is very noble of you to give up this opportunity simply because you would lose two of your friends. That in itself is worth much more than I can offer. Secondly, I can do what you're wanting to do."

He didn't need to think about it. "Then do it."

The voice wavered. "This is irreversible. Skywalker, you will become nothing, as with Mace and Obi-Wan. You will no longer exist. Do you still wish to proceed?"

"Do it."

**UNSC Infinity Observation Deck**

**November 5th, 2557**

She opened her eyes, desperately searching around for whatever had caused this anomaly. She shouldn't be alive, but yet she is. But that wasn't the first thing that struck her. It was the large armored Spartan standing over her.

"Chief," Cortana weakly said, smiling up at him. "I'm back."

**And there's the long awaited end, several months after when I said it would be up. Anyway, now that that's out of the way, I might have some more open space to write. Any suggestions on what my next story should be?**


End file.
